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A WHIFF OF MADNESS

In the Barnum System

CHAPTER 1

Thelizardman, lycracloak fluttering and alseason turban jiggling, came charging across the vast
chill lobby of the publishing center. He planted himsdlf directly in the path of Jack Summer. "A fine hour
to be arriving for work!" he boomed. "Whereis she?'

"Who?" Summer was amiddle-sized, wiry, sandy-haired man of thirty-one, and right now his
skin was tanned that particular shade you get after afew weeks on Neptune. He glanced up at one of the
severd balclocksthat floated here and there in the Coultdrome lobby. "Eleven A.m. Barnum Standard
Timeisnt—"

"My wife, that'swho!" The large greenish lizardman gave his turban an angry adjusting pat "My
wifel Sheran off with you! Whichis—"

"Wait now," Summer told him. | admit I've run off with agirl on occasion, but never with a
lizard."

The lizardman gave an openmouthed snort, causing hisforked tongue to unfurl and snap, "Not
one of my lizard wives, you pink-cheeked gigolo!" After another snort he tugged afat wallet out of one of
his cloak pockets. A flick of hisgreen scaly wrist sngpped the wallet open, alowing astring of glossy
tri-op photosto unfold. "One of my humanoid wives!"



"... Sixteen, seventeen,” counted Summer. "Quite a collection.”

"Thisisthe oneto which, asif you didn't know, | dlude!" A green finger jabbed the thirteenth
photo from the top. "Thisone! Her nameisLorna”

"Lorna." Summer leaned down to study the picture of the ravishing, sparsely clothed blond.
"Namedoesn'tring abell, and | can't say I've ever—"

"Doesn't ring abel!" bellowed the lizardman, tugging a something else under hiscloak. "My
second most favorite humanoid wife departs from my happy home, leaving nothing behind save a
scribbled note indicating she's fled with you, and you babble about bellsringing!" He yanked a horsewhip
free. "l vowed I'd horsewhip any man who dared—

"Isthat what thet isyou're clutching, ahorsawhip?'

"Yes, and you little redlize the trouble | had procuring thisone! Since there are no horses here on
Barnum, | had to have this one teleported al the way from—"

"Lorna, did you say?' Summer reached into a pocket of histunic. "It's possible | do remember
her after all. Let me consult my addresswhed and perhaps..." A stungun appeared in Summer's tan hand.
Hefired directly at the outraged husband.

The lizardman froze, horsewhip half raised.

Summer put hisgun away, gestured at two guards across the publishing building lobby. "Dump
thisguy someplace," he suggested.

The catman guard said, "Golly, Summer, you roving reporters surely leed aroguish life.”

The other, achubby human, asked, "Did you redly run off with this gent'swife?'

"No, but | think maybe she's the blond who grabbed my private parts during the masked bal on
the spacedliner trip back from Neptune,” answered the reporter. "Lord knows who sheredly ran off
with."

"Ah, the muckraking life" The catman sighed while taking hold of the stunned lizard by the
elbow. "Standing guard for Mr. Coult you never get your private parts gr—"

"Should aravishing blond, with her hair over one eyelikethis, show up in quest of metdl her I've
been sent to some planet like Murdstone to do a Muckrake Magazine sory."

"Sure thing, Summer,” said the chubby guard. "Would you mind if | made aplay for—"

"Nope, that would be an excdllent idea." He left them, then hurried across to an ascend tube.

A naked black girl was standing next to the entrance door. "Welcome back, Jack."

"Hi, Nardis" The door whooshed open and he dlowed her to enter the chute ahead of him.

"I hope thisthing lets me out on theright floor thistime," said Nardis. "I'm due up at Galactic
Knitting to pose for acover."

The powerful currents of air wafted them upward. "'l didn't know you could knit."

She scratched abuttock. "Oh, yes, | have terrible domestic urges sometimes. Last night | baked
apie. | suppose| ought to get help.”

"Or move to another planet. Now on Neptune, in the Earth System, they still—"

"| read the pieces you did from Neptune, Jack, on that water rights scandd. Very incisive."

A door opened and Summer was tossed out of the chute before he could reply. Joyous
pipe-organ music surrounded him on hisway to the Muckrake editorial-floor reception desk. "Hello,
Pepper.”

Thelovey green girl knegling behind the dark-wood desk said, "Oh, howdy, Jack. Excuse meiif
| don't give you awel come-back hug.”

Summer was studying the stained glass windows and theicons, sniffing at theincense smell inthe
air. "Coult changed the decor again.”

"Hiswifedid."

"| thought she favored Old West Earth.”

"Different wife," replied Pepper. "Mr. Howersisin the conference room down at the end of
Corridor C. Oh, and don't forget to genuflect beforeyou go in.”

"I'll try. Bye, Pepper.”

"Thought your pieces on the Neptune water busnesswere very incisive, Jack.”



"Thanks"

The organ music followed him down the somber corridors and into the large Gothic cathedra
which was gpparently the new editoria conference room. "Fred?”

"Up here, Jack." Hisweary, lanky editor was seated in a pew toward the front of the church,
near alifesze statue of afour-armed blue saint. "Here under Blessed Mother Madlley."

Overcoming an impulse to tiptoe, the reporter strode down to sit next to Fred Howers. "This
wifdstasteian't quite up to thelast one.”

"Shel'san even larger bimbo, too,” said histired-looldng editor. "Wdll, let'sseeif | can giveyou
your new assignment before the choirboys get back.”

"Chairboys?'

"We get 'em every hour on the hour; supposed to be uplifting. A hundred of thelittle buggers,
made by a Swiss watchmaker on Murdstone, and every damn one of ‘em istowheaded and freckled.”
Howersjabbed at his gaunt cheeks to indicate where some of the freckles appeared. "I want you to go
out to Peregrine, Jack."

"That looks like Coult himsdlf in that stained glasswindow there," observed Summer, pointing
with athumb, "gtting at the right hand of God,"

"Itis; the bimbo with the hal o is the current wife of the enormous Coult publishing empire.”

"Don't much like women with their hair down over one eye like that"

"She hasavery interesting backside, so I'mtold,” said Flowers. "Now about this assignment on
the planet Peregrine.”

"Y eah, she does have anice ass, now you mention it. Something you don't often seein stained
glasswindow figures." Summer returned his attention to his editor. "What do you want me to write about
on Peregrine, the civil war?"

"Everybody knows civil wars are corrupt. Muckrake's readers are tired of that sort of expose,”
sad theweary Howers, dumping farther down in his pew, "What | want you to dig into for meisalittle
scanda concerning King Wado the second.”

"He'stheruler of LaranjaEagt, isn't he? Laranja East and LaranjaWest are the territories having
thecivil war."

"Yep," replied FHowers. "Our stringer out there sent usword King Waldo iskilling people.”

"|sthat newsworthy? Kings and presidents are dways—"

"Thisguy is putting on adouch hat, ablack cloak, and gray gloves, Jack, to strangle little old
ladies. Our gringer—"

"Y ou mean King Wado is the Phantom of the Fog?"

"Looksvery possible. Seemshe—

Bong!

The cathedra vibrated as an unseen bell tower struck the haf hour.

"Oh, that nitwit bimbo and her interesting backsde." Flowers grimaced. "Anyway, Jack, there
appearsto be astrong likelihood the good king isthe phantom strangler. Lots of rumorsto that effect are
floating around the territory.”

"Has the paace had anything to say about the charges?'

"Theking's press secretary maintainsit'samedia plot to smear the monarch.”

Summer toyed with the prayerwhed dangling from ahook on the back of the pew in front of him.
"Whether or not Waldo'sthe killer, he's not going to take kindly to my walking into histerritory to nose
around.”

"Y ep, the king's very touchy about the rumorsthat he's a crazed pattern murderer. At hislast
press conference he threatened to horsewhip the newsman who—"

"That's right, they have horses out there," said Summer. "Okay, so I'm going to need acover
gtory, aplausible reason for being there."

From awrinkled pocket in hisrumpled tunic the editor withdrew a photo of aplump,
shaggy-feathered birdman. Holding the photo out to Summer, he said, "Thislad clamsto be Mulligan
Starbuck."



"Gy

"Mulligan waslost a sea at the tender age of nine, twenty-two long years ago," Fowers dropped
the picture on Summer'slap. "Five weeks ago, according to our Peregrine stringer, thisfellow inthe
photo appeared on the doorstep of the Starbuck estate in the Laranja East countryside. He swears he's
the missing Mulligan, the long-lost heir come hometo roost.” I've heard of the Starbucks. Lot of money.”

"Right, the Starbucks are one of the richest families on the planet. They'rein railroads, oil, sted,
copper, and wegpons. With the war between East and West in full swing, they'reraking in fantastic
profits.

"The head of the family is Wattas Starbuck, as| recal. What's he think abouit this claimant?*

"Deniesentirdy he'slittle Mulligan grown to manhood. However, Weattas's old mother, Lady
Thorkin, has accepted the lad. She believesin her heart he's her long missing grandson and has given him
the run of the estate, making for some tension around the Starbuck homestead. The Starbuck claimant
affair iscausing quite afrumus, charges of fraud arein theair, and there may well be atria.” Flowers
dumped abit more. "It'sthe kind of stuation Muckrake might well writeup.”

"| should be able to convince Waldo's people, and anyone el se curious, I'm in Laranjato diginto
the Starbuck affair "

Flowers closed hiseyesfor afew seconds. The light from one of the stained glass windows made
rainbow patterns across hisweary, lined face. " Something else | better tell you, Jack. Were going to
need pictures and | have to assign you, somewhat against my will, apartner. If you can get me a shot of
King Wado skulking through the foggy back streets of the capita city in his phantom gear, or maybe
actudly in the act of grabbing some old bimbo by the throat I'll—"

"Tdmal" redized Summer. "Y ou're teaming me up again with PAma, the horniest photographer in
the Barnum System ... if not the entire cosmos.”

"Yep, him," admitted the editor. "He clams he's reformed, after getting himsaf amost killed on
Maagra’

"Madagra, the pesthole of the universe. Is PAmadtill there?!

"No, he's on Peregrine, doing a picturespread on the public executionsin LaranjaEadt," said the
weary Flowers. "Therefore, he's got a perfectly respectable excuse for being in the territory.”

"I doubt Palma's much reformed,” said Summer. "Every time weve worked together in the past
he"

"Glorious! Glorioud Glorioud!"

Little automaton choirboys were marching out onto the cathedrd atar, snging.

"Y ou're ten minutes ahead of schedule, you little clockwork twerpsl™ Flowers shouted at them.

"Glorioud Glorioud Glorioud"

Standing, Summer said, "I'll pack When do | depart for Peregrine?’

"Ten tomorrow from Barnum Spaceport-two,” said his editor. "Try to keep PAmafrom causing
anincident, will you? Don't go screwing around too much yourself."

"l assureyou,” said Summer, grinning, Talma's behavior and minewill be nothing lessthan
santly." Flowerssighed. "Wdll, good luck."

"Glorioud Glorioud Glorioud" sang the choirboys.

CHAPTER 2

The parade flowed aong the wide cobblestone street. A marching band of scarlet-uniformed
birdmen passed the corner where Summer had been forced to stop because of the thick crowd of
parade watchers. It wasforty degrees Celsius on the glaring midday streets of the capitd city of Laranja
East. The newly arrived reporter was anxious to get to the Laranja-Sheraton and out of the sun.

"Excuseme," hesaid to the twin fat ladiesimmediatdy in front of him.

They continued licking at their Strawberry ice cream cones, ignoring him.



Sx dozen steam-operated military robots went clanking by, followed by severa squads of
virgind young blond girlsin white lycratunics. Each girl carried aplacard that said: Kill the Dirty Bastard!

Summer managed to nudge afew pacesto the left, which brought him up against abroad,
feathered back. "Mind if | try to cross?

The birdman kept pecking at his suetburger, moving not.

Virgina redheads trooped by. Cut Him in Chunks! Spill His Guts!

"Pardon me." Summer elbowed around the hefty birdman, shoved one of the fat ladies aside, and
made it to the edge of the curbstone.

A dozen gold-braided policemen were galoping by, mounted on white salions.

"My, look at those horsewhips, so many of them," remarked afat lady.

"What do you suppose the man without his pants is meant to represent?’ asked her twin.

"What man without pants, Alma?*

"Right there, Dolores, that bald man trotting aong in the wake of the horsemen with the dozen or
more angry high priestsin hot pursuit”

"Pdmal" said Summer.

It wasindeed the bald photographer, clad in a candy-striped singlet and apair of sky-blue briefs.
The howling catmen on histrail wore flowing black and gold robes, and were waving double-edged
golden swords. "Sacrilege! Defilement!” they were shouting. " Profanation!™

Dodging white horses, Summer reached hisfriend's sdeto begin running with him. "Y ou were
supposed to refrain from trouble.™

"I'mtrying," panted Palma, "I'm trying. That's why I'm attempting to outrun this particular bunch
of crazed fandtics”

"Sacrilege! Debasement!” cried the nearest robed catmen, who were not more than adozen feet
behind.

"What did you debase?!

"Oh," said PAma, "I merely patted anun on the keaster."

Sprinting, Summer got dongsde one of the galoping policemen. ™Y ou won't mind my borrowing
this?' He tugged the horsewhip out of its saddle holster.

Stopping where he stood, Summer told Palma, "Head for that aley over there" He cracked the
whip, tufts of fur fluttered up in the glaring air, and thelead priest fell down. While the whip was il
wound around the fallen man'sfurry ankle, Summer jerked it and caused the priest to trip the next two
pursuers.

Pdmameanwhile was streaking for the narrow aley between two towering neobrick buildings.

After felling three more priests and avoiding the angered mounted policeman, Summer took off.
Inthedley he asked, "Why'd you stroke some nun on the rear end, anyway?"

Pdma sprang for the top of the nearwood fence at the dley's end. " Foolish damn thing to do,
sncel'm basicdly atit man,” he admitted. Wheezing, he struggled over the fence and dropped down into
the miniature golf course on the other sde. "Of course | didn't even redlize shewasin holy orders, seeing
as how she was naked at—"

"How'd she happen to be naked?' Summer joined him on the turf.

Running down the doping field of thetiny golf course, the bald photographer replied, "Women
usudly are naked in the ladies wing of a Turkish bath. See, through a perfectly honest mistake |
happened to wander into—"

"Never mind." Summer glanced back over his shoulder. "They've ceased chasing us.”

Pdmadowed down, wiping his hand across the top of his glistening bald head. He was roughly
the same height as Summer, nearly two years older. ™Y ou wouldn't expect Quakersto be so vindictive,”
he said. "Though it may be the Peregrinian splinter—"

"What was the parade about?'

"Nothing much; another public execution this afternoon.”

"Fore, for mercy's sakel" cried adwarf they were gpproaching. "Fore!" He swung hisgolf clubin
thear severa times.



"Excuse us." Pamabowed toward the man and his midget spouse. He and Summer had to cross
astone bridge over asmall scummy lagoon to reach the street " Did you happen to notice the knockers
on that midget broad? If you multiply thosetits by threeit's fairly astound—"

"Why arethecitizens of Laranja East having abig parade for this public execution?!

"They dways have parades, sometimesacarniva or amasked bal," explained PAma. The girl
who ran the bear-baiting concession at the last carnival had a momentous set of chabobs, Jack. The
nipples, mind you, measured full—"

"Did you leave your pants at the Turkish bath?"

Pamalooked at hisunclad lower limbs. He went over and sat on agreen lucite street bench. He
rubbed at his bald head, not meeting Summer's eyes. "Well, Jack, as amatter of fact, my trousers are a
the Galactic Express Teeport station on King Waldo Skyway."

"Oh, 07"

"l went in there to teleport abasket of assorted fruit to ayoung lady on Maagrain
commemoration of her twenty-first birthday,” said PAma, "and this brunette who was manning the fruit
desk turned out to have the most incredible set of whammos these old orbs have—"

"OK, it'll be easier to buy you anew pair of pants.”

"Don't you want to hear the stirring account of how | got from the G.E.T. office to the Turkish—

"Nope." Summer rested one foot on the bench. "1 want to hear about our assignment here."

"Coming aong smoothly. Weve got an appointment to cal at Fallen Oaks tomorrow morning.”

"What is Fallen Oaks?'

The Starbuck estate, some fifty milesto the north of thisfair city. We're going to interview and
photograph Mulligan Starbuck and his doting granny.”

"What about our stringer? | want to talk to him."

"Y eah, he'sthe editor of the loca paper out there, which is entitled the Starbuck Company
Town Weekly. Only afew milesfrom the estate; we're to see him after we call on the claimant.”

Summer said, "Have you heard anything more about the Phantom of the Fog?"

"Hedid in another old lady last night,” said PAima. "Rumor hasit King Waldo the second can't
account for histime during the hours when the deed was done.”

"IsKing Wado actualy the phantom? For that matter, isthe claimant really Mulligan Starbuck?"
sad Summer. "Weve got some interesting questions to answer.”

"| think better with my pantson,” said PAma. "Let'swend our way, unobtrusively, to the nearest
fashionable dothier.”

CHAPTER3

"A veritablefaryland, en?' said the owlman who was sharing their first-classrailroad carriage
with them. He rubbed his gloved hands together while making a satisfied hooting sound. "The lofty towers
shimmering in the glowing miasma, the pillars of fire shining like beaconsfor the weary traveler, en?'

Pdma coughed. "Hard to see the fairyland through dl this smoke.”

The chuffing steam train was carrying them through mile after mile of factories. Hunching,
soot-smeared buildings were set in aforest of spewing smokestacks and chimneys. Columns of orange
flame ripped up through the gray smoky morning, millions of sparksflickered, yelowish fog swirled
around everything.

"Smoke, Sr?' the owlman's eyes went wide; hisfeathersbristled. "Why, that's the stuff from
which dreams are made. That, gentlemen, isthe future taking shape under our very noses." From his
flowered waistcoat he took abusinesscard "l don't believe we've introduced ourselves.”

"That'strue," agreed Summer.

"| am Benton Fruit-Smith.”

Palma accepted the proffered card. "Work for the Starbucks, en?"



"Damned proud to be able to answer in the affirmative,” said Fruit-Smith. "I'm with the Child
Labor Divigon, aposition which dlows me ample opportunity to exercise my humanitarian tendencies.

"Likekids, doyou?' PAmarolled the business card around hisforefinger, tapped it againgt the
sooty window.

"Dote on them, gr," replied Fruit-Smith. "It isone of the sorrows of my life, | must admit, that
Mrs. Fruit-Smith and myself have never been blessed with an egg.” He rubbed a gloved knuckle at the
corner of hiseye. "l suppose that'swhy I'm so concerned with the welfare of the tots and tykes who
labor for usin the myriad clean and homelike Starbuck factories. 'Y ou're positively softhearted when it
comes to them whelps, Ben,' the foreman of the tallow plant remarked to me only last week. "Yes, |
suppose | am,’ was my rgjoinder. It breaks my heart whenever one of the little darlings takes a header
into atalow vat. One of my greatest days was the day | persuaded the Starbucks to approve the
purchase of along pole with ahook on the end of it." He blinked a Summer and PAma. "To fish thelittle
rascals out with, do you see?'

Pama sneezed. "Y ou're avery good person, Mr. Fruit-Smith,” he said. "In fact, you may well be
the very type of person I'm seeking." He paused to stroke one of the cameras hanging around his neck
"I'm adways on the lookout for great humanitarians to photograph for Great Humanitarians Magezine."

"Ah, gr, | don't fed I'm agreat man.” The owlman ruffled his chin feathers. "Isit the Great
Humanitarians assgnment which brings you to our territory?"

Palmaleaned across the carriage, lowering hisvoice. "Actualy, Mr. Fruit-Smith, and | ask you to
keep this confidential—"

"Y ou can count on my discretion, Sir.”

"My partner and | are hereto look into the Starbuck claimant affair.”

"Eh?' Fruit-Smith'sfacid feathers perked up. "Oh, that's a shocking business, sir; amost
unfortunate event in the annals of agregt family."

"Y ou don't think the claimant is authentic?* asked Summer.

"Not abit of it, Sr." The owlman shook his head. "Why, | once dandled little Mulligan on my
knee at a Starbuck Upper Echelon Employees and Their Immediate Families Picnic. | cantell you this
great lout is no more Mulligan Starbuck than | am. Indeed he—"

"Sarbuck Company Town Sation."

"Excuse us, Mr. Fruit-Smith," said the bald photographer. "We must disembark here.”

When they were on the platform in front of the shingled station Summer said, "Fruit-Smith should
spread our cover sory farly far and wide."

"Let ushope," said Pama. "Y ou know, Jack, I'm getting interested in this Starbuck claimant
thing. Y ou think thisguy could redly—"

"Our main reason for being hereisto talk to the editor of the Starbuck Company Town
Weekly."

"Say, have you noticed the yonkers on that young lady standing over there holding the
horsewhip? Observe how they point directly at you. That'swhat | call an honest tit, one which can ook
you squareinthe eye,”

The lovely auburn-haired girl approached them now. "Would you be Mr. Summer and Mr.
Padma?' sheinquired.

"Wewould," Summer said.

"I'm McNulty, sent from the main house to drive you to your interview with Lady Thorkin and
Mr. Mulligan,” saidthegirl.

"Why not dlow meto drive," suggested PAma. "It would—"

"Exactly as| surmised.” McNulty frowned a him. "Y ou're just exactly the sort who'd like to see
me returned to some secondary, subsidiary position ... after 1've struggled long and hard to achieve the
gtuation | now have within the Starbuck household. I'll drive the carriage; it'smy job."

The carriage was drawn by a pair of brandy-colored horses. Summer climbed in.

Pama hesitated besde the vehicle. "Wouldn't it be more egditarian if | rode up in front there
beside you, Miss McNulty?'



"Suit yoursdlf,” replied the girl. ™Y ou must promise, though, to make no further comments about
my breadts.

Palma bounded up next to her on the driver's seet. "What gave you theideal was doing that?"

"The ampering expression on your silly face, the moony glint in your eyes.” She cracked thewhip
acrossthe horses flanks. "Get up there... Aninterest in breastsis most childish.”

"On the contrary.” The carriage commenced rolling down a graveled road away from thetrain
gation. "My fascination has increased with maturity. When | was a beardless, though curly-haired, lad |
hed little interest in bressts, asyou call them, at dl.”

"A man of your obviousintelligence should be ableto look beyond breasts to the mind within. An
intellect has no breasts or secondary sex characteristics.”

"I'd hate to think such athing. For ingtance...."

There were no more factories now, hardly any smoke in the late morning sky. Fields of grassand
stands of sturdy trees spread away from both sdes of the gently climbing road.

Summer clasped his hands behind his head, and whistled softly with thetip of histongue pressed
to the roof of his mouth.

"How do you do," said the plump birdman who was|eaning against the sundia in the north corner
of theimmenseforma garden. "I'm Mulligan Starbuck.”

"Like bloody hdll," muttered the lizard butler who'd escorted Summer and Palmaout here.

"That will be quite enough, Delgp.”

"Ruddy perishing fraud, says|," said thelizard butler as he departed.

"The servants, das, haven't dl accepted methe way dear Gran has." He gestured with a
feathered hand at awhite-painted wrought-iron bench. "Won't you please sit down, gentlemen.”

Pamadid.

Summer remained under adecorative arbor arch. "Does dl of the staff—"

"Sit down, hurry up," Mulligan glanced anxioudy about. "We don't have much time before the old
lady shows up. | haveto tak to you."

"About what?' Summer moved nearer.

"Mully? Mully, little pet, where are you?' There was ardttling off in the bamboo sector of the
garden. "Mully, don't tease your poor gran.”

Mulligan said to Summer, "I want you to know why I'm redly—"

"Mully, | fear I'll perish amidst this dreadful bamboo.”

"We'reright over here by the sundid, dear Gran," called Mulligan. He hit the Side of hislegwith a
fig

After some morerattling, and abit of crackling, avery old birdwoman came ssumbling into view.
She wore aloose-hanging flowered lycradress, and supported hersalf with two ebony canes. Her yellow
beak was laced with fine cracks, most of the feathers from the top of her head had fallen out There heis.
Therés my sweetest little Mully, my long-lost honey-bunch, my little dumpling come back to me from the
womb of the vast deep. And good morning to you, gentlemen.”

Pama popped to hisfeet. "Good morning, Lady Thorkin." He bowed over her hdf-feathered old
hand. "I am Pama, the noted photographer, and my associate is the justly famed Jack Summer.”

"We're honored that two such esteemed journdists as yoursaves," said Lady Thorkin, "have
journeyed across the limitless gulf of space to help spread the truth about my little buttercup to the far
cornersof the universe.”

That's our specidty,” PAmatold her. "Last year done we publicized three dumplings, two
buttercups—"

Summer cut in. "Wed like to hear what you haveto say, Lady Thorkin."

The birdwoman chuckled. "I never tire of discussng my little prodigal dumpling; do1,
honeybunch?'

"No, certainly not, Gran." Standing behind her back, Mulligan pointed to himsdf and then to
Summer, slently beaking the words, "Want to talk to you done.”

While guiding the old woman to awrought-iron chair, Summer shot the claimant a puzzled look.



"Why?" he asked out of the corner of his mouth.
"It's dbout—"
"Hounds!" said PAma.
Barking and baying had started off beyond the rose bushes.
"I'm afraid,” said Mulligan, "that Father haslet thekiller dogsloose again.”

CHAPTER 4

"Thank you so much; well berelatively safe up here,” gasped Lady Thorkin as PAmaboosted
her to the top of the enormous greenhouse. "Y ou're ared honeybunch, even though you don't have any
har."

The bald photographer took a position near the ancient birdwoman. "Don't have any feathers
ether, but despite such handicaps—"

"Y our father knowswere out here interviewing you, doesn't he?' Summer asked the claimant.

Mulligan was squetting on severa neoglass' pands. "'Oh, yes—which is why he unchained the
dogs," hesaid. "He doesn't gpprove of my taking to reporters.” Three ferocious Venusan police dogs
had located them, and were legping and snarling directly below.

"Does he approve of the hounds rending your sweet old granny asunder?" inquired Pama.

"He usudly cdlsthem off before they do any serious harm. Although last week a caricaturist
from Interstellar Punch had his—" Boom! Bam! Boom!

"Goodnessme," exclamed Lady Thorkin, "the sseam hounds must be on the blink again.”

Chunks of metal began clattering down around them, smashing holesin the neoglass squares.

"My father was recently persuaded to add steam-operated robot hounds to his kenndl,"
explained Mulligan. "They don't function as smoothly as hewasled to believe; notably the boilersin some
of the crestures.”

Boom!

"| fear that was Rex," said the old birdwoman.

A plastic dog snout clinked down on Palma's head, bounced off and fell into the greenhouse.

"Y our favorite robot, was he?'

"Y es, he had areally agreeable persondity, for amachine. Many'sthe time—"

"Are you scoundrels ready to come to terms?* Five more huge and nasty dogs, three real and
two steam-driven, had come charging through the shrubs. Close on their heels stalked a middle-aged
birdman in atweed uit.

"It'sFather." Mulligan brought his beak closeto Summer's ear arid lowered hisvoice. "l won't be
ableto tell you what | want to now. Y ou'll haveto try to get back some—"

"Y ou there, the chap with the hairless pate, are you John Summer?' Wattas Starbuck,
surrounded by howling dogs, was shaking afeathery fist a them.

Padmainched closer to the edge of the dightly danting neoglassroof. Do you mean to say you
don't recognize me? A man whose incisive photographs are known far and wide throughout the Barnum
System of planets aswdll asthe Earth System? A photographer whose name is ahousehold word in the
farthest reaches of the gdaxy. | an PAma."

"If you're not thisrogue Summer, I'll thank you to intrude no farther, air.”

"I'm Summer," said Summer.

"Yes, | should have guessed from that sneaky look in your eyes, the mean dant of the mouith, the
cringing attitude as you crouch there in abject fear. Obvioudy you'reajourndig.”

"WElIl haveto get together again sometime when you don't have your dogs.”

"I doubt not | can best you in afair combat, Sir.”" He sillenced his dogs, who sat staring anxioudy
at the group atop the greenhouse. "Many a poacher has reason to dread the name of Wattas Starbuck.
With naught but these two fists I've—"



"I'm not in the mood to play mings-bigger-than-yours," cut in Summer. Do you have anything
€else you want to chat about?’

"l didn't expect anyonein your profession to be so forthright,” said Wattas. "Very wel, sr, we
will cometo the point. This so-caled interview was arranged without my knowledge or consent. The
Starbuck clan has been enough smeared and maigned by the media. Like our dedicated king, and other
great men of the age, we aretargetsfor the unjustified darts of the pygmies of the press. | will alow you
and your associate to depart unmolested by mysalf or my faithful pack of fearsome dogs. Y ou must,
however, promise to print not aword about your vist here today. Y ou must, furthermore, never attempt
to interview thisfawning impostor or my barmy old mum again.”

"Oh, Watty, you're not being the dumpling you once—"

"Well, Summer, do | have your word, for what it'sworth?"

"Sure," said Summer.

"Hold on, Jack," said PAlma. ""Freedom of the pressislike aflaming sword and we oughtn't to
allow our right to speak out to be trampled by a pack of hounds and—"

"Might aswell admit we've been beaten,” said Summer. "Mr. Starbuck, we accept your terms.”

"Good, | assumed you, being amealymouthed coward at heart, would." Wattas bent closeto
one of the dogs. "Back to the kennels, the lot of you."

With regretful gazes at ther lost prey, the dogs sulked away dong the lanes of flowering plants.

"Don't forget,” whispered Mulligan just before Summer and Palmalegped to the ground.

When they were passing, with severd burly servants close behind, through the outer gates of the
Starbuck estate PAma said, "My strong extrasensory powers tell me Wattas Starbuck knew we were
coming. He staged hislittle dog show to impress us.”

"No doubt," said Summer. "Let's hope we impressed him with the fact we came to Peregrine
s0ldly tointerview his spurious son.”

The bald photographer was scanning the roadway. "L ooks like Miss McNulty and her famous
sraightforward hangers are not here to give us alift back to town," he said.

"Well wak."

"Mulligan conveyed the idea he had something important to tell us™ Palmakicked at the white
gravdl.

"Wantsto persuade me he'sthered thing.”

"Might be more than that," said Palma, stroking his head. "Well let's see what Mayhew hasto

"Mayhew?'

"The editor of the weekly."

"l forgot hisname."

"Not likeyou."

Summer hated, stood for nearly a minute staring back at the Starbuck mansion. " Something ..."
hesad.

"What?"

"l don't know yet."

The laneran out of cobblestones and turned to dirt It was midafternoon, but the sky over the
company town had asooty twilight look. The lane was empty except for adead dog sprawled in front of
anarrow tight-shut tailor shop.

"Y ou can't beat abig city for excitement,” observed Pama, wiping dust off hisscalp.

Spotting the faded Town Weekly sign, Summer Said, This street's too empty, too many blinds
pulled down, too many shuttersup.”

"Could be business hereabouts is going through a periodic decline.”

Summer approached the neoglass door of the newspaper office dowly. The door stood afew
inches open. He pushed it, then went inside the shadowy room beyond.

Therewasathick smell of printer'sink in the air, and something else.

"Gunpowder," said PAma.



"They Hill usethat kind of gun on Peregrine.” Summer ran for the door marked Editor.
"Mayhem!"

Something fell down on the other side of the door and wood and papers clattered down.

A smal gray-haired man waslying on hisside next to therolltop desk. Hisin-box, contents
spilled, was on the hardwood floor beside him. Therewasblood all over him, streaked across the front
of hisblue shirt, smeared over hisarms, till oozing from the three bullet holesin his chest

Pdmareached him first and eased an arm around his shoulders. " Jesus, Mayhew, what—"

"Ligten," said the dying editor in adim, faraway voice, "l found ... found out too much ... they ...
didn't like ... two people ... two peopleyou ,.. must see ... Ferrier ... Dr. Ferrier ... Tully Keep ... try ..."
He stopped talking all a once.

Pdmalowered Mayhew to the floor, then stood up and away from him. "Dead and gone, the
poor bastard. One minute he's Sitting here getting out pathetic little newspaper and then—"

"Let'sgo," sad Summer.

CHAPTERS

Thewaliter kept hisfurry thumb in Summer's soup while journeying across the dim, crowded
restaurant from the kitchen to the table. "Here you go, skinhead." He banged the bowl down in front of
Pdma

Wiping doshed soup from hisfront, the bald photographer said, "Y ou're dightly off target My
friend ordered the stockpot soup, whereas | ordered the garden fresh tossed salad.”

The catman shrugged, said, " So passit acrossto him," and headed once again for the kitchen.

Pama handed the bowl of thick, greenish soup over to the other side of the small table. "I'm
trying to keep my thumb exactly where hiswas so as not to Spread—"

"Why isit," asked Summer, ignoring the bowl of soup, "that on every damn planet in the known
universe you unfalingly drag me to the most ungodly egting places ever—"

"Churl'sisthe most popular restaurant in the capital, Jack. People fight for reservations. | had to
bribe three—"

"Catch, Bddy."

A plate of sdlad came sailing through the smoke-clogged air from a distance of severd feet away.

Pdmamade avdiant grab, but missed.

The plate, shedding folliage, continued on until it smacked a prosperous lizard banker over one

"Lousy catch," remarked their waiter. "1 hope you do better on the main course.”

Palmarubbed at the salad dressing which had spilled over his scalp when the salad went by.
"With aplace as popular as Churl's people don't expect to be treated as humans... or lizards or
whatever the case may be."

Summer asked, "What have you found out about the two names Mayhew gave us?'

Licking hisfingers, PAmasaid, "Thisisvinegar dressing and | ordered thousand idand Y ou'd
think—"

"What about those names?”

"OK," said Pama. "Firgt Dr. Ferrier. HEsamiddle-aged catman, one of the leading biochemists
on Peregrine,, Teachesright herein Laranja Eag, a King Wado University.”

"Hey, | forgot your garlic bread.” Their waiter, a the kitchen door, tossed haf aloaf, diced,
toward their table.

Pdma caught three out of the five dices. "Did better with this than with the sdlad.”

The other two dices had bonked the lizard banker on the sconce. He shoved back in hischair,
waving agreen fist "I've had, I'll have you know, more than enough of this disgraceful behavior. | happen
to be Edgar Allan Boop, and | demand to see the manager at once.”



"Garlic bread?' asked Pdma.

"No, thanks," said Summer. "What's Ferrier's specidty? Ishetied in with the War Office, helping
the government in someway?'

"Far as| can discover, nope. Hes smply a highly thought-of professor.”

"And Tully Keep?'

Palmasaid, "He's even more remotely connected with King Waldo and the phantom strangler.
Keep heads up aband of guerrillas over near the East-West border someplace.”

"Hot plate, hot plate! Watch out!" The catman waiter was dashing around the close-packed
tableswith asteaming dish held a arm'slength. "Yike!" He dropped it ahaf yard short of their table.

"I was betting you'd makeit." Palma studied his spattered boots. "Was that the Grout Stew Churl
or my friend's Soyloaf Scallopini?”

"Search me," said the catman. "We got one of them new robot chefs, you know, land runson
steam. Makes the kitchen hotter to work in than a Turkish bath. On top of that he gets the orders all
mixed up." The waiter took afew careful stepsback. "Try not to step in any of that till 1 get abusboy to
mop it up.”

After running aplyonap over hisboots, PAmasaid, "It may be Mayhew was incoherent by the
time we got to him, Jack. The names may not have anything to do with the phantom.”

"Even so, well check them both out,” decided Summer. "Any preferences?’

"Y eah, you'd best take Dr. Ferrier. | have afeding some of those religious zedlots are ill
skulking around the capital herein search of me or a portion thereof,” said PAma. I'll fedl safer out on the
road, communing with the wilderness. Y ou encounter a more interesting brand of people the farther you
go from the urban milieu. | recall once a an oasis on Jupiter | met alady anthropologist with atruly
overwhelming set of mambos. They were, | swear, absolutely conical and gave one the impress—"

Bam! Blam!

Their waiter, arms outflung, ran from the kitchen, pursued by billows of smoke. "The chef's
exploded! The chef's exploded!”

"That's too bad, he seemed a pretty good chef," remarked Palma, "'judging from the food
samples|'ve wiped off mysdf."

I'll head out to the university tomorrow to see Ferrier,” said Summer. "It's going to take you
longer to make atrip to the border and back.”

"I've checked with some people dready. | can make it from here, through the fighting zone, to the
border in acouple of days," said the photographer. "1 should, if dl goeswell, return triumphantly to the
capitd inaweek."

"If dl goeswell," said Summer.

CHAPTERG6

"I hopethisone don't go exploding,” said Summer's steamcab driver.

The cab, with much chuffing and banging, was climbing the hill that led to the campus of King
Wado University. "Y our cabs have atendency to explode?' asked Summer, done now.

"Last one surely did. Blew up twice, in point of fact, and mein it both times and oncethe
Duchess of Westlake my passenger, and her toting a bushel basket of muskmelons. What amessit did
meke."

The midday sky was aclear thin blue. The nearer they got to the university the more treesthere
were on each side of the broad road.

"Same thing happened to my horse," continued the driver.

"He exploded?"

"Into amillion pieces, asthe saying goes. Told them at theyard | didn't want a steamhorse, but
they gave mealot of folderol about making agradua trangtion from horse-drawn cabs to steam-driven



cabsand I, like the booby | oftimesam, went dong. Well, sir, one moment I'm Sitting in the driver's seat
staring arobot horse square in the bung and then Bam! Blam! he ups and explodes. And do you know
who | happened to be hauling in my cab that day?"

"Not the Duchess of Westlake with more melons?!

"Nay, someone much more important than that, Sir. It was none other than Princess Joline
hersdf."

"Sheld be ... the king's daughter?”

"That she would, the poor lass. No fun having agoofy dad. | know; my own pawas not all
shipshape upstairs, agood deal bonkers he was. Rather atough burden to bear, having your old pa
tossed into St. Charlieswhileyou're hardly lessthan alad.”

"What's & Charlies?'

"Never heard of it, have you? Why, it'sthe St Charles Public Lunatic Home. Wouldn't be abit
aurprised if King Waldo himsdlf didn't end up there.”

"Figure he's the Phantom of the Fog?"

"No doubt about it, to my way of thinking. Seehimonthe TV last night?'I'm not akiller,’ says
he. Try to pin that in your cap. These are not the best of times .,. what with the war and the king barmy.
Enough to makeaman ... Well, sir, herewe are.”

Viewed from the gilded entrance gates, the campus seemed to be dl rolling hills and shady
glades. Very few buildings were visible. Students there were, several hundred of them roaming the paths
and byways. Just as Summer passed through the huge gates bells started chiming. In al the many trees
birdstook up their songs.

"Shoot, I'm going to get another headache." A dim green girl in alycrasinglet and shortswas
standing beneath an oak which was especidly thick with chirping bluebirds. She held severa bookspools
and a battered talkwriter pressed to her breasts.

Summer dowed. "Don't enjoy warbling?'

"Shoot, the singing isn't haf so bad asthe explosions,” said the pretty green girl. "'l usudly try not
to be aboveground when they're scheduled to go off, except today | was kept late in Soccer
Appreciation. The're not real birds, you know, they're teenie-weenie steam robots. When they're not
twittering they're—"

Tang!

A robot bird exploded directly above them. Blue feathers, cogs, twists of wire, and plastic eyes
came dribbling down through the thick branches.

"Shooat, it's going to take me half an hour to comb thislittle tin bugger'sinnards out of my hair.”
She shook her head, didodging most of the remains of the tiny robot. "Y ou're too old to be a student,
arent you?"'

"That | am,” admitted Summer.

"Y et you'retoo rationa seeming and aggressively masculine to be an ingtructor. What does that
leave?’

"I'm areporter. Right now I'm searching for Dr. Ferrier.”

"Shoot, ishethe cryptic one! | swear he has the most labyrinthine thought processes I've ever
seen,” said the girl. "Wouldn't you rather have an ice-cream soda at the malt shop?”

"I would, but a my age | must put duty first."

"Shoot. Wéll, you'l find Dr. Ferrier down in the Bio Wing, in Building Twenty-three-B. The
entrance is by those oak trees on yonder hill. It'sashame, rather, to replace your sense of fun and
adventure with asingle-minded devotion to routine, but | suppose you know what you're doing." She
smiled and left him.

"Shoot," murmured Summer as he climbed to the indicated entrance. There was an ova opening
in the ground, showing aramp that wound downward.

There was everything under here. Wide wakways, tranquil lagoons, steamswans, many-storied
teaching buildings of neoglass and bright metal, bookspool-shops, soda fountains, cafeterias, burgerpits,
at least three hospitals, tennis courts, airball fields, used steamcar dedlers, robot repair shops. All lit,



gently, with a Crosshatch of floating lightstrips. The air wasfiltered and comfortable.

Near the entrance to building 23B asmall rdly, involving roughly a hundred students and Six
watching campus cops, was taking place.

"King Wado isakiller!" ayoung catman in acandy-striped two-piece sudysuit was shouting
from the makeshift platform. "When fog-ridden night fals upon our great capitd King Wado donsthe
gnigter garb which is now infamous across the length and breadth of the universe. He lurchesforth, his
maddened brain goading him to further bestid acts, and—"

"l don't wish to interrupt my opponent'sflow of argument,” cried achunky lizard girl who'd
jumped up from achair on the platform. "Y et | am compelled to point out that hisfactsare dl wrong. In
thefirst place, King Wado is not akiller. Secondly, he does not even own, let alone don as day deserts
our fair capitd, the garb which—"

"Lied Propagandist lies" said the catman youth.

Summer made hisway up the ramp into 23B.

A very old robot, most likely an Earth System retread, sat at alucite desk in the foyer. "How ...
how ... can ... we..." Thewords, having arusty sound, came dowly out of the robot's mouth. "How can
we..."

"Hdp me?'

"Yes, how can we help you, Sr?"

"I'd liketo see Dr. Ferrier.”

Clang!

The robot had brought ahand up to his chest, harder than held intended apparently. He knocked
himsdf off hislucite soal. "Would ... would ... you ... be ... would you be ... would you be so kind as to

"Hep you up?'

"Help meup, yes."

Summer lifted the dented old robot reception man back onto his perch. ™Y ou seemed unsettied
by my mention of Dr. Ferrier. Is something wrong?”

"Oh...no...ha...ha... ha..." said therobot. "Nothing wrong ... | wasthinking ... thinking of
something else. Mind ... often wanders ... wanders off at... at my ..."

"At your age?"

"Mind often wanders off a my age.”

"Asto Dr, Ferier?'

"Héesin.."

Thistime Summer couldn't supply the end to the robot's sentence. He waited. "He'sin ... Who
were we talking about?'

"Ferrier, Dr. Ferrier." Clang! "Easy there, you dmost fdl off again. How about Smply givingme
the number of Dr. Ferrier's office?'

"Ah, yes. He'sin office.... office three-oh-two. Our steam escalator ... unfortunately ... escalator
unfortunatdly ... unfortunately ... "

"Exploded?’

"It exploded. Y ou'll haveto walk."

Summer walked up a purple ramp to the third floor. For some reason therewasivy growing in
the corridor. It was al over the paewalls, twining around the light mobiles and voicegrids, clogging the
water acove.

Summer knocked at 302 and waited. He knocked again after amoment A moment more and he
wentin.

A large man with an unevenly trimmed red beard was leaning, hands in pockets, againgt the bare
wall of the bare room. "Sorry, | didn't hear your knock, pal." Summer got the impression the big man's
voice was coming from someplace other than hismouth, "Can | help you?'

"I'dliketotalk to Dr. Ferrier "

"Who might you be, pa?'



"Jack Summer.”

"Not the same Jack Summer who writesthose incisve articlesfor Muckrake?"

"Y eah, the same. Y ou aren't Ferrier, areyou?'

The red-bearded man shook his head. "Naw, I'm Dr. Alex Brownlove, Jr. Perhaps you've read
my book, Fun With Your Brain?"

"l haven't, but I'm certainit'sincisve. Is Ferrier around?”

"We have arrived at the sad part of thetale, pal." Brownlove ceased leaning, to come closer to
Summer.

"It'satruly tragic thing. Dr. Ferrier has gone completely blooey in the head. He's completely
€00coo, nuttier than a seedmuffin. We had to haul him away only amatter of hours ago. I'm hereto
gather up thelast of hisbelongings.”

"Where was he taken?'

"Anxiousto interview him?'

"Nope, I'm on Peregrine to write up something on the Starbuck claimant,” said Summer. Terrier
has nothing to do with that. He happensto be afriend of my editor's, and | promised to look him up.”

Grunting alittle, Brownlove took his hands out of his pockets. He walked nearer, head cocked,
eyes narrowed. "'l hate to be thefirst to break thisto you, Jack, old pal, but you don't look so very hot
yoursdlf." He tugged thoughtfully at his beard. "Wow, you look like you got a spdl of wackiness coming
on. I'd hate to think goofinessis contagious.”

"Itisnt. Wherecan | find Dr. Ferrier?”’

"Y eah, see, you're getting obsessve, developing what we brain experts cal one of these here
now fixed ideas. A shame, too, anice young guy like you al of a sudden going absolutely gaga.”

"I'm not going—"

"Boyd I'm afraid we got us another onel”

From aback room of the office stepped three large-size catmen. Each wore agray smock with
. Charles Public Lunatic Home stenciled on the breast pocket

Summer started backing for the door.

All three of them were on him before he madeit.

CHAPTER 7

The blazing torch inscribed awobbly arc across the afternoon, and landed with a sparkling splat
squarein the middle of the shingled church roof.

"Yippee, that's going to burn rea good.”

"Not going to fizzle out like the other ones.”

"Hurry up and get that brick walkway ripped up. Well bust some more windows."

"I get firg try at thewindow with dl the angdls.”

"Excuse me, gentlemen,” said Pama, "merely passing through.” He was mounted on a black
gallion hed rented severd towns back. He attempted to guide the animal around the crowd of
churchwreckers who were blocking the width of Louton's principa street

"Wowee, here comesthe preacher! Let'sroll himin the muck!"

"Naw, let'sroll himin shit!"

"Both, both. Muck and shit."

"Hey, yowee, let's shoot this stranger's horse.”

"Gentlemen, this beast isthe property of the Ace Stablesin nearby—"

Bang!

The horse toppled over sideways, with PAmain the saddle. He kicked free of the stirrups, and
rolled out from under before the dead stallion smacked the muddy Street.

"Goody, did you seethelook in his eye when the horse fdl down?"



"Sort of surprised you, huh, Mr. Badybean.”

Pama brushed mud off himsdlf, ingpected the cameras hanging around his neck. He skirted the
dead horse and walked up to the catman who'd shot it. "I have aterrific sense of humor," he said, smiling.
"I'm noted throughout the galaxies for being receptiveto dl types of whimsy."

"Good enough, skinhead, then stick around,” urged alizardman. "We're going to roll the preacher
inshit That'sdwayswhimsca.”

Padmaignored him, concentrating on the catman. "However, some things are not funny.”

"Oh, yesh?'

"Take, for ingtance, setting achurch on fire. That isnot funny,” the bald photographer continued.
""Shooting my horse out from under me, to give you another example. That is not funny.”

"Sureit—"

Pama suddenly jabbed afist deep into the catman's middie. Before he could straighten up,
Pdma gave him two chopsto the neck and then tripped him over. The catman splashed flat out in the
mud and stayed there.

"That was funny," laughed the lizardman. "Y ou got akeen sense of the absurd, cleanhead.”

"Thank you." Palmabowed dightly at the crowd, stepped on the back of the sprawled catman
and over to the sdewalk.

"I don't know if | think that's so funny,” said a birdman. " Coldcocking Lloyd and stepping on
him."

"Sureit was. That was hilarious.”

"No, | gotamindto..."

Pdma kept walking away from them. He was due to meet an informant at one of Louton'sinnsin
ahdf hour.

When he passed the next adley agob of green and orange feathers splashed out on him. Pama
halted, peered.

" ... You bumptiousflapdoodier. I'll furl you up agaffer'sarsyvarsy! Then I'll—"

"Y ou and who el'se, you doodledasher! I'll stow you in a phizgig's needlecase!”

"Ten smackers on Gentleman Jm," growled the catman nearest to PAma.

"Taken! Young Stribling can't be beat."

Craning his neck, PAlmawas able to see around the cluster of menin the alley and view what
they were watching. It was a bird fight, between two disreputable foot-high talking parrots.

"Y ou tunbellied beantosser," taunted Gentleman Jm through his blood-spattered besk.

"Y ou're nothing but an e evated whoretwanger, my lad,” rgjoined Y oung Stribling, who wasthe
onewho'd lost the feathers.

Palma paused long enough to shoot half aroll of film. " Sporting Life may want to use one of
these birds on their Athlete-of-the-Week page.”

He met one of the waiters from the inn while hewas ill haf ablock from the place. The man,
white apron flgpping, came flying out of a second-floor window of the Eye & Finger Inn. Trailing bright
bitsof broken glass, he sailed through the air, to land with a jarring bounce directly in PAmas path.

"Darn, landed on the same side of my bum aslast time." The waiter, a hefty bald man, got up
with ahdping hand from Pdma. "Thisisnot my lucky day. Most times| can twist somein midflight so as
to land on different parts of mysdf. Today, | don't know why, I'm off." He stopped massaging his
backside, to stare at the photographer. "God blessme, you're as hairlessas| am.”

"l noticed.”

"Y ou best stay away from the Eye and Finger, Sr," warned the bald waiter. "Theré's a great
ill-tempered lout in there, hairy asamountain grout, and he can't abide the sight of abare scalp.”

"I've got business with theinnkeeper. Ishein there?'

"One-Eye, you mean? Aye, he's ducked down behind the free lunch counter. This greet hirsute
lout isaso threatening to clout anyone who's partially bald. One-Eye's hair has been getting alittle thin
lady so—"

"Thanksfor the advice, even though I'm going to ignoreit.” Leaving the man standing there,



Pama proceeded up to the thick oaken doors of theinn. The painted sign of the Eye & Finger showed a
caloused forefinger being thrust into amoderately bloodshot eye, pparently commemorating the incident
in which theinnkeeper earned his nickname.

Thefirst customer Palma encountered inside the place was Sitting uneasily at atable and fedling
thetop of hishead. "Y ou wouldn't say | was bad, would you? | mean to say, theré's quite abit of fuzz all
over here and around the ears; just fedl, you'll find considerable growth.... Good gad! Turn around, my
friend, and flee! There'sno way you can passfor hairy."

"| gppreciate your timely warning. However—"

"Hair and balldl" roared avoice from above. Them as has one has the other! Them as dont,
dont!"

Palmawended hisway among the tables, which were al round and oaken. About half of the
patrons of thislevel of theinn werein various stages of ducking and departing.

A pretty serving girl with avery interesting bosom stood at the foot of the stairway leading
upward. She was holding a copper serving tray asashield.

"That gppearsto be afairly substantia tray, miss."

"Oh...oh...yes...it'svery substantid,” answered the girl.

"No hair, no nuts!" boomed the bal dness-hating customer above. " Show meabady, I'll show
youasssy!"

"Allow meto borrow your tray for amoment, miss" PAmadid it out of her grasp and hefted it

"Oh...oh... | fed defensdess.”

"No need; PAmais here to champion your—"

"By thesaintd" exclaimed the girl, noticing the top of his head for thefirst time. "It'sno hair you
havel"

"Not abit, no."

"Then that shaggy brute up there will do with you what he's done with three waiters, five
customers, and avigting mae nurse. That isto say hell—"

"Nothing to fear." Tray under hisarm, Palmamounted the wooden stairs to the second-floor
dining room.

All the tables were overturned. Green bottles, gold-tinted bottles, sky-blue bottles were smashed
to bits on the plank flooring. Bowls of gravy, a stuffed pig, loaves of black bread, and several tossed
green sdads had been scattered hither and yon. A bald-headed old man lay unconscious with his pale
faceresting on afat round cheese.

The hairy man had hisback to PAma. He wasthrottling a hairless patron, shaking him violently as
he did. His shoulder-length hair flapped at his shaggy bare back. "Hairy isgood, bady isbad," he was
chanting.

Pama approached him carefully, avoiding several scattered bunches of purple grapes and a pool
of whitewinethat originated at the overturned gdlon jug on the hairy man'stable.

Clong!

"Glory bel What manner of—"

Clong!

The second whack over the head caused the hairy man to let go of hisvictim, stagger and dump
to hisknees.

Clong! Clong!

The hairy man fell forward into atureen.

Resting the borrowed tray againgt atipped table, PAlmawalked to the row of broken windows
to survey the street below. "Fore," he called out

Heralled the hairy man, who fdt to weigh about two hundred and fifty pounds, over to the newly
made opening and pushed him out.

"Oh, gr, it'sahero you are!” The serving girl had ventured up to watch the conflict "Never inal
my days have | seen such courage, such bravery, in the face of frightening odds."

Palmawiped perspiration from his bald head with atable napkin. "What time do you get off?"



"Beg pardon, Sir?"

"When do you get off work here?'

Thegirl frowned "l don't a al, Sr, seeing as how I'm an indentured servant of Mr. One-Eye
Dodgson. I'm obliged to remain on the premises virtualy around the clock."

"I'll talk to One-Eye about that. Then perhaps you'll dlow meto escort you someplace for aquiet
dinner.”

"Oh, that would be most pleasant, Sir. Though | doubt one can find aquiet dining placein
Louton. The best we can hope for is onelessraucousthan this.”

"Thet will suffice”

The innkeeper asked, "Have | told you how | lost my eye, PAma?

"Yes" They werein the office of the Eye & Finger, adim, windowless, dark-wood room. Palma
sat in atufted chair facing One-Eye Dodgson, who was hunched behind a carved desk

The proudest day of my lifeit was," One-Eyewent on. "I don't know if | can convey toyouin
wordsthe thrill of having one's eye gouged out for one's beloved country. It wasthree, no, four wars
back and 1—"

"Tully Keep," said PAma. "Y ou're supposed to be setting up ameet My contacts have aready
paid you for thejob."

"Job's done, too, dr," said the innkeeper. "Y ou're to meet an agent of Kegp'sin the village of
Ravenshoe three days hence. Ravenshoe's a hundred long miles from here, and the only way you can
reach it, in these war-torn times, is via stagecoach. It'sthe samein al wars, the delays and
inconveniences. Takethe day | gave my eyeto the greater glory of my native territory. The day dawned
fair, with only a bresth of—"

"Who's Kegp's agent? Where do | meet him?"

"Hell find you once you arrive in Ravenshoe and take aroom at the Boot and Knee Inn,” said
One-Eye, "Placeis owned and operated by that braggart Cock-foster, who thinks getting kicked in the
kneecap on the battlefield isthe same as having one's eye—"

"Y ou've got agirl working here, ablond.”

The innkeeper's sole eye narrowed. " She's a sweet and innocent flower, PAma. A delicate
blossom struggling to bloom amid—"

"Savethe horticultura alusions, | only want to take her to dinner,” said Palma. "1'd appreciate
your giving her sometime off thisevening.”

Tdma, the child islearning atrade; every minute away from this establishment means aloss of
precious opportunity for—"

"I'll tell her she can take the night off, commencing a sx." PAmastood up.

Finally One-Eye nodded consent. "Remember she'safragile bloom.”

“I'll remember," PAmaassured him.

CHAPTER 8

The catman sneezed A substantia sneeze which Shook his large dappled body, caused his
bowler hat to give ahop, and rattled the entire interior of the stagecoach. "Ah, nothing likeit, sr." Giving
acontented sigh, he dipped afurry thumb and forefinger again into his silver snuffbox. This pinch of snuff
heinserted into his other nogtril. "May | offer you abit of my specia blend, sr? It'smadeupfor ... ah ...
ah ... ah ... ahchoo!"

Palma, seated across from the bulky catman, held on to his seat. The ordinary bouncing and
swaying of their progress along the dusty road he was just about used to. "No thanks."

"Snuff, gr," said the catman while stuffing the silver box into avest pocket and brushing specks
from histrousers and coat, "snuff isthe universa curative. Would you believe | have not had so much as
atouch of the gout since | became auser of the miraculous stuff? Nay, nor have | suffered with the



grippe, the quincy, brain fever, or the vapors. | venture to say snuff might well put curly locks back on
that gleaming pate of yours, Sr."

"Sowould awig." Palma settled back in the seat He and the snuff-dipping catman were the only
passengers on the jolting morning coach. There was woodland unreding outside, tall trees and shady
brush cut across by stripes of sunlight.

"Youll forgive mefor suggesting, sir, that you and | may share an interest in common.”

Pdmatouched one of his dangling cameras. "Y ou take pictures as a hobby?"

The catman chuckled. His chuckle shook the coach nearly as much as his sneezes. "Nay, sir, |
am no tinkerer with gadgets. At SilcotesHall, my ancestral home, | have steadfastly refused to dlow this
and that new mechanismto beingaled," hesaid. "l wasaluding, Sr, to aprobable shared interest in
paps.”

"Huh?'

"I refer, Sir, to bubbies. Or what are more commonly known as butterbags, charlies, dugs,
poonts, and cabman'srests.”

"Oh, you mean tits?'

"Precisdy, Sr," said the catman, chuckling and wheezing. "When you bade aforlorn farewell to
the amply founted serving wench at the Eye and Finger | could not help but notice theway you gazed at
her blubbers, sr.”

Palma rubbed at the top of hishead. "I guess you might say I'm something of afount fan ... but |
don't like to be the sort of chap who brags about his lady acquaintances.”

The catman had turned to watch the forest. "1 do hope we don't encounter them,” he muttered.
"Now, g, let us continue our pleasant discussion of mammies.”

"Whois them?"

Making adismissing gesture, the catman said, "Too early in the day to worry about them, gir.... |
can understand your reluctance to talk of your most recent affair of the heart. Surely, however, after the
passage of time oneisnot—"

"I'm wondering about them," Palmatold him. "Before we get to my Life and Loves, explain.”

"Surdly, Sr, you're aware were traveling through country that is notorious for the number of
highwaymen per square mile."

"Highwaymen?'

"Indeed, sir, highwaymen. Thisforest, dubbed Cut-purse Wood by the local wits, is often
crawling with them. | do believeit isabit early in the day to attract them, whichiswhy | invariably make
it ahabit whenever | travel away from Silcotes Hall to patronize the most daylight-surrounded coach
avalable”

Palma half stood to gaze out the window. "1 hadn't heard about the highwaymen.”

"Full many afamed rascd haunts Cutpurse Wood, sr." He took out his silver snuffbox to fondle
as he spoke. "Ther€'s the infamous Jonathan Hawkes; there was, until he was captured and publicly
drawn and quartered, Captain Hardcastle; thereisthe brutal Squinteye Jm; there's the ruthless Scarlet
Angd; thereis—"

"That'sasort of feminine name for ahighway-man—the Scarlet Angdl. Ishe perhapsalittle
bit—"

"The Scarlet Angd isawoman, Sir."

"Oh, 07

"Such awoman aswould apped to butterbag fanciers such as ourselves,” amplified hisfellow
passenger. "It is said she's no more than five and twenty years of age, Sir, and that her poonts are most
marvelous in both breadth and—"

Bang!

"Yow!"

Bam! Bang!

Palma stood up so fast his head clunked on the coach ceiling. "Hey, somebody just shot our
driver clean off hisperch.”



"Whoa Stop where you are, you moth-ridden nagsl” the catman shouted.

The stage came to aclattering stop.

"l very much fear, gr, that we have falen into the hands of brigands of the road.” He swallowed,
then ran his prickly tongue over hislips. Hurriedly he tucked the snuffbox away. "I'll ventureto
reconnoiter ... By Godfrey, it'sthelot of them! Thereisthe infamous Jonathan Hawkes, the brutal
Squinteye Jm, and the ruthless Scarlet Angel.”

"The Scarlet Angd." Pamastuck hisbad head out into the bright woodland morning. "Rumors
about her tremendous knockers are true, too true.”

"Get that winter melon of a cabeza back insde there, mate!" ordered Squinteye Jm with awave
of one of hisblaster pistols.

"Y ou must be the fabled Squinteye Jm." Pamadid not withdraw hishead. "Thevery man| am
seeking. I'm Palma, the famed photographer, and I've been sent to Cutpurse Wood for the purpose of
capturing your visage on film for the pages of Front Page De-tective Magazine and—"

"Back in the stage, melonhead, or you"ve breathed your last!” Squinteye Jm aimed his pistal.

Pdma pulled back. "Wed dso like afew candid shots of Jonathan Hawkes," he called out into
the morning. ""Casud stuff, possibly of your burying a sack of oot or—"

"Do you not wish my picture aswell?' The Scarlet Angel had dismounted and cameto his
window. Shewas alovely red-haired girl, wearing agreen tunic, green riding pants and boots. Two
pistols were buckled around her dimwaist.

"I don't know," said Pma, eyeing her. "Y ou might tell me who you areand | can check thelist
of cutthroats, highwaymen, and bravosthat Front Page Detective gave me."

Her green eyeswent wide. "Why, | am the Scarlet Angdl. Surely | am known to you by
reputation?”

Palma eased a sheet of paper out of atunic pocket, pretended to consult it. "Let'ssee ...
Scarface Ned, Springhed Jack, Surly Mac, the Terrible Turk. Nope, don't seem to have any Scarlet
Angd here, miss. What do you do?'

"Do?" She drew both pistols, thrust them under hisnose. "Y ou great blabbering ninny, I'm a
highwayperson. I'm the Scarlet Angdl. Renowned far and wide."

Pdmatucked away the dleged list. "I'm from out of town," he said. "There are degrees of far and
wide. Someone may be asomebody right around his hometown, but—"

"Y ou've heard of Jm and Jonathan.”

"Sure, they're notorious.”

"I'm as notorious asthey are.”

"Enough gab, mates' Squinteye Jm, hisleft eye narrowed nearly shut, jerked open the opposite
door to grab the catman. "We've got dl the goods off the top. Now, let's have alook at you, you feline
Midas"

"Me, Sr?1 am but apoor circuit-riding minister of the Church of the—"

"Y ou're Silcote of Silcotes,”" Squinteye Jm told him, "and carrying amoney belt packed with gold
around your fat middle.”

"I may be abit overweight, Sir, but it isfrom an overfondness for hot buttered scones and not
because—"

"Out with you!" Squinteye Jm pulled Silcote completely out of the sage and dumped him into the
roadside brush.

"Y ou've not abad-looking girl," PAdmasaid to the Scarlet Angel. Too many freckles, though
some of our readers might go for that splotched effect.”

"Too many! Y ou blabbering booby, my freckles are my best feature. Many's the man, and some
of them of very high station, who's raved about the very freckles you have scorned. No doubt you've
heard of Richard Ferncourt Allen, who was Poet Laureste of Laranja East five yearsrunning. It was
specificaly for me that he composed his touching poem, To His Freckled Shepherdess.” "

"Y ou used to be a shepherdess?’

"Nay, but Richard had acommission to turn out a haf dozen pastora lyrics that season.”



"Hey there! Slit hisgizzard and get it over with, Angdl." Thiswasanew voice, degp and crud.
"In amoment, Johnny, shortly."

"Hal Feast your eyes on these gold Wados, Johnny my lad!" roared Squinteye Jm. "Thistub of
aSilcoteisinfested with coins.”

"Relieve him of them swiftly," ordered Hawkesin hisharsh voice, "and sink your dirk into his
fuzzy carcass”

"Oh, sir," pleaded Silcote, "1 would much prefer to remain among the living. Suppose | arrange
for you to be given another bag of golden Wados?'

"Arrange for meto swing from the gallows tree you mean.”

Tothelovely Scarlet Angd PAmasaid, "'l have theideayou'd be just right for our Brides
Magazine. Y eah, | can seeyou in atasteful two-page spread demurely dressed in white—"

"Would | not have to be wed to appear in Brides?"

"Not essentid. What'simportant is that fresh, innocent glow you so obvioudy possess.”

"l havetried to retain my innocence in the face of great odds,” said the redhead

"Ho!" exclamed Squinteye Jm. "Here's another money pouch hidden in hisarmpit, and thisone
bulging with slver Jolines™

"I do wish you'd spare those, sir. They're the proceeds from the Benefit Barn Sadlefor the Lame
and Halt Veterans of the—"

"Kill him first, then search him," suggested Hawkes. "It will spareusadl thisgab.”

"Too bad | won't be able to photograph you," said Pama.

"Why not?' She tapped acamerawith the barrel of one of her pistols. "Y ou have dl the
necessary equipment.”

"Thebig sumbling block, Angel, ismy forthcoming demise.”

"Oh, I can tak them out of killing you. They owe me afavor for letting them keep the girl scouts
from the picnic we raided last month.”

Pamagrinned. "1'd appreciate your interceding,” he said. "Might | ask one more smdl favor?”

"Y ou have but to put it into words."

"My traveling companion, Squire Silcote, isan essentid part of my crew,” said PAma. "He holds
various pieces of gear, is an expert onlighting.”

"Surely Squinteye could hold your things.”

"I don't like to dwell on aman's handicaps, Angd, but | need an assistant with keen vision. A guy
who's earned the nickname Squinteye doesn't sound as though—"

The girl said, " Jonathan would never help you, so | guesswell have to spare the squire.” She
walked around the coach.

Squinteye Jm drew out ablood-caked knife from hislesther belt. " Prepare to meet—"

"Hold," said the Scarlet Angd.

"Whet?'

"I wishhimdive"

"Gnatd I'm blowed if I'l—"

"Heisto live." Thegirl pointed both the pistols at Squinteye Jim.

"But I've worked myself up to pigsticking this bloke, girl."

"Gather up the money and stand aside, Squint, eseI'll fry your liver and lights."

"Here now, Angd! What'sal this?' Hawkes strode up to them, agiant man and agood half of
him metd. Hisright arm was duminum, the top of his head copper, hisright leg from the knee down
gainless stedl. Thekilt outfit he favored revealed most of his metallic additions and subgtitutions,

"l want the hairlessone and thisone," the girl told him.

"What for?"

"Y ou've no reason to question and nag at me, Johnny. | want them both, that'sit,"

Hawkes rubbed hisflesh fingersdong hisslvery arm, ™Y ou know | never tire of doing you
favors, Angd, and yet—"

"Load up thismorning's takings, and let's have no more arguing,” she said.



"Very well." Hawkes gave abrief nod, then walked to his horse.

Pamalet out his breath, wiped the swesat from his scalp, and climbed out of the stage.

Squinteye Jm laughed. If you tire of them as swiftly asyou'vetired of dl therest, Angd," hesad,
"I'll have the pleasure of dicing them both up before long.”

A few moments later they were al ready to depart With Palma mounted on one of the freed
coach horses and the squire on another the party rode away aong aforest bypath.

"Don' let Squint's remarks unsettle you," said the girl, who rode dongside PAma. "'I'm not so
fickleas—"

Bam! Blam!

The coach." Pamalooked back. Black smoke was rolling through the forest from the place
wherethey'd |eft the stage. "Why'd you folksfix it to blow up?"

The Scarlet Angel shook her head "But we didn't,” she said. "The bomb must have been in there
al dong, set to go off at this exact moment.”

"Oy," said PAma, redizing what that meant " Then someone wanted to get rid of me.... or the
squire."

The redhead reached over and took his hand. "It was indeed fate which brought us together. Had
| not stopped your coach and decided to take you with me, you'd be nothing but debris now."

"Oy," repeated PAma.

CHAPTER9

Dr. Brownlove circled the white table. "Before | continue this morning'slecture | would liketo
remind you gentlemen it's an honor to be chosen for the King's Commandos,” he said. "Isn't that so, Mr.
Beesant?"

Up inthethird tier of seats ayoung birdman with blue plumage suddenly sat upright. "Whét, Sr?’

"I was saying, Mr. Beesant, that a King's Commando must be alert and ever watchful. Y ou'd
agreewith thet, pal ?'

"Ah, indeed, truly, yes, Dr. Brownlove," replied the commando cadet.

"I'm glad you are in agreement with me." The shaggy doctor made another full circle of the
brightly illuminated white table. "Being alert and watchful, Mr. Beesant, you no doubt heard the last
scream of pain our morning's subject emitted.”

"Oh, yes, gr, | did, surely, Dr. Brownlove. Scream fair gave me the whim-whams."

"Will you tell the class how that whim-wham-producing scream was dicited from our subject?”

"Um ... " Beesant scratched at the feathers atop his head. "It is somewhat difficult to see clearly
fromup here.... Um ... | think you coshed him in his nutmegs, sr."

"How'sthat again?' Dr. Brownlove cupped ahand to his ear. "Please, gentlemen, do not prompt
dert and watchful Mr. Beesant."

A few of the hundred other commando cadets had whispered to the blue-plumed youth.

"I mean his codlings, sir. Hisknackers. Y ou know, the chap's balls.”

"Close, Mr. Beesant. However ..." Brownlove stepped closer to the white table and drove two
fingersinto aspot just below Summer'sribs. "Could you see that clearly, Mr. Beesant? Not the knackers
a dl, wasit? Yes, Mr. LeMond?’

"How come the chappy didn't howl! in agony thistime, Sr?"

"Good question, pa." Brownlove bent over Summer. "The reason is Ssimple. HE's passed out
cold." The doctor turned hisback on Summer and scanned the audience which circled him. "What's our
next likely step? Suppose we'd been questioning thisidiot and he conked out on us before we got dl the
info we wanted What then”?"

"Sr, "

"Here, gr, herel”



"I'vethe answer!”

Brownlove stroked his beard. "Mr. Abel seems most eager to answer. Perhaps his recent nap
has improved histhinking processes. Answer if you please, Mr. Abd."

"l wasn't dozing, gir," protested the lizard lad. "I've been poised here, |apping up every word,
every detall, every gem of—"

"We await an answer, Mr. Abd."

"Y es, the answer. Well, what 1'd do is give him atouch of the shockgtick right in the old
jewdcase, gr."

"Where, Mr. Abd?'

"In the marblebag, sir. Y ou know, in thefellow's balls.

"Ah, yes. Excdlent suggestion.” From an array of instruments on awhite stand next to the table
on which Summer was strapped he selected athin silver rod. This one should do thejob.”

Summer groaned. The soggy rat that had been inspecting his bloody right hand scurried into a
murky corner of the small stone room. The reporter groaned once more, made ayawning, gasping
inhalation. He'd been dropped in a puddle of scummy water. After considerable effort he ebowed and
rolled to adrier spot on the stonefloor of hiscell. They'd put his clothes back on him while he was
unconscious, and parts of cloth were sticking to the raw and bloody spots on his body.

Summer sat up findly. He couldn't remember how many of hisfingernailswere gone. Not worth
checking right now. Heleft his handsresting on hisknees. "St. Charli€'s," he said aoud.

The various locks on his cell door squeaked and rasped.

Summer stayed where he was. Thistimethey could carry him wherever they wanted him.

A long-legged, willowy blond girl in a spotless off-white snglet and dacks entered. "Oh, you
poor man, sitting right on the floor instead of on your nice wooden stool.”

"l usualy sprawl on thefloor after being tortured And who the hell are you?”

The door was closed behind the blond girl. "Isthat one of the symptoms of your madness? Do
you have the notion people have been torturing you?"'

"Notion?' He held out hisbloody handstoward her. "What do you think these are ... sigmata?”

"Y ou probably hurt yourself while thrashing around on the floor. Are you subject to fits?!

"I'm going to be shortly. Who are you?"

"Why, don't you recognize me, you poor unfortunate wretch? I'm your princess.”

"Y ou mean the one I've been dreaming of since boyhood?"

"No, no, I'm Princess Joline. King Wado's only daughter. Surely you're enough in touch with
redlity to recog—"

"Why areyou here?'

"l vigt St Charlies every other day to work among the unfortunate wrecks," explained the
princess. "Y ou're, by the way, quite good looking for alunatic.”

"Princess, you've got to get to your father's Minister of Propaganda. Tell him Jack Summer of
Muckrake isbeing hdd—"

"Isthat who you think you are? Ah, would that you truly were, since | have long admired the
courageous work of Jack Summer, theincisve—"

"l am Jack Summer." He managed to rise to hisfeet. "They've taken dl my stuff, otherwisel
could show you my ID packet."

"Now, it's best not to excite yoursdlf." She held out a steadying hand, which kept him from
toppling over into her.

"Y ou said you read Muckrake?"

"Of course | do. My father, the king, allows me to subscribe, at the teleport rate even, though he
feds—"

"Back issues. Have any?'

"| keep astack of them under my royal bed. A maid of mine chides mefor—"

"Go home, thumb through them, find the contributors page. Y ou'll see my—"

"All things going oaky-doaky in here, your highness?* A large lizardman had opened the door



and was scowling into the cell.

"Y es, Osbert. I'm on the point of leaving."

Summer sad, "Will you—"

"I have to move on to the next lunatic; my bodyguard's growing impatient,” said Princess Joline.
She helped him lean against the wall so he wouldn't fal over when she took her hand away, "I won't
forget your case, you have my word."

CHAPTER 10

The sound of thunder came rolling across the plain; ahot wind shook the high yellow grass.
Tike"

"Ah, forgive me," apologized the Scarlet Angdl. "Thunder and lightning are among the few things|
fear inthisworld. Whenever | hear the ominous boom of thunder | grab hold of someone for protection.”
Thelovely red-haired girl wasleaning far out of her saddle, clutching PAma

Tour motive doesn't bother me," said the photographer in astrained voice. "What unsettlesmeis
that you've grabbed mein an intimate spot."

The Scarlet Angel relaxed her grip. "Again | must beg your forgiveness, dear PAma," she said.
"Littledid | redize I'd clutched your bushwhacker in my fright"

Palmaexhaled, saying, "Took meby surpriseisdl. Not that I... Yow!"

Thethunder rumbled closer.

Thegirl tightened her hold on him. "Dear me, have | made another assault on your quimstake?'
Palma nodded.

"| assureyou | am not, despite my reputation as| hellion and highwayperson, the sort who makes
ahabit of laying hold of agentleman'stickletoby.”

"I'm not exactly agentleman.”

"Even s0, it wasthoughtless of meto alow my own fright to cause discomfort to your wagstaff."

Rain, hot and sticky, commenced pouring down out of the yellow-gray afternoon sky.

"Let's urge some speed out of these nags," said Jonathan Hawkes, who rode at the head of the
party. "Rain plays bloody havoc with my spare parts.”

The Scarlet Angel let go of Palma completely, spurring her mount "' Come aong, we must protect
your sweet hairless head from the ravages of this sorm.”

Therain roared down asthey galoped, szzling lightning-scribbled zigzags across sheets of it
After afew wet and windy minutes they were across the plain and into awoodland area. They soon
reached a clearing in which stood a smdll forlorn wood-and-plaster inn. The flapping sign over the oaken
door gave the place's name asthe Knuckle & ChinInn.

"Ah, the Knuckle and Chin," observed Silcote. "'I've heard of the place, though | believed the war
had shut its doors."

"There was congderable fighting through here some weeks since," said Squinteye Jm, "causing
the good boniface to flee with his cash and kin. He's not soon likely to return, which is why wereresding
herein. Now, let us quickly stable these steeds.”

They were met in the main dining room of the Knuckle & Chin by abent old man barely five feet
high. "Y ou didn't warn me we'd be having guests,” he said to Squinteye Jm. ™Y ou know | liketo fix soup
and salad when—"

"Enough blab," said Hawkes. "These two lads are to be locked in the servants room and fed on
stale bread and water."

The old man rubbed his hands anxioudy on his gpron. "I'm clean out of stale bread, Jonathan.
Thebest | can do is day-old scones or—"

"| care not afig what you feed them," boomed the cyborg highwayman, "so long asthey are
locked away out of my sght.”



"Figs" murmured the old man. "We have awhole sack of figs. Mayhap | could whipup a
puddi—"

"Away with both of them!"

The Scarlet Angdl, nogtrils flaring wide, placed hersdlf directly in front of Hawkes. Ther€ll beno
locking up and no stde bread while—"

"How about two-day-old muffins?* asked the old man.

"By glory!" cried Hawkes, shaking hismeta fist at the girl. "1 spared these two wretches, Angd,
but I'll be—"

"They'll have one of the guest rooms" shetold him evenly. "They'll dinewith usor—"

"Speaking of food," said Squinteye Jm, "what'sfor lunch, Firebdl?"

The old man unbent dightly, chuckling. "I've got grout sSsew smmering in the kitchen, Squint.
Made with fresh turnips, diced onions, zabinga leaves, atouch of—"

"Ho!" exclaimed the catman suddenly. "Can this old gentleman | see before me be none other
than Captain Firebd|?!

Firebal's head bobbed. " Perhaps you were an admirer of mine during my heyday, sir? | wasthe
best-known and, | have to admit, the best-loved highwayman of my generation. The pamphlets and
books they wrote of me numbered in the hundreds. One of them, A Narrative of the Remarkable Life
of the Notorious Captain Fireball, Giving an Exact Description of His Robberies, Escapes, etc.
and Based on Previously Unknown Facts, wason the Laranja Times Literary Supplement's
Bestsdler list for eighteen weeksin arow,"

Foong!

Hawkes had dammed his auminum fist against awooden celling-support post. "I want no more
badinage," he shouted. "Fireball, you doddering mum-blecrug, I'll have my medl in the master suite.
Angd, joinme."

"Nay." She shook her red-head. "1 must look after my guests, Johnny."

Theflesh part of the huge robber's face flushed. "So beit!" Spinning on his metd leg he went
thumping up awooden staircase.

"There are quarrdsin the best of households," said the old highwayman. "Make yourselves
comfortable while| prepare the repast.”

Squinteye poked the squire on the elbow. ™Y ou look to be a bloke with some taste.”

Silcote answered, "In my own smdl way, sr, 1—"

"I'll show you my collection, then."

"Collection, Sr?"

"I'm not in this game merdy for the cash,” said Squinteye Jm. "1 am aso ahobbyist. Do you
know what | collect?"

"I cannot venture to guess.”

"Snuffboxes”

"Indeed, Sir?' The catman pressed a paw to hisvest pocket "How many of them have you?'

"Nine hundred and seven to date, and each one has astory related to it." He gave the squire
another nudge. "Y oull enjoy looking at them, | wager."

"Yes, gr, of course”

When the two were gone the Scarlet Angel said, " Squint isthe more understanding of my two
comrades of the road. He sensed | wanted to be aone with you, sweet Pama.”

"Understanding? He's the one who wants to dice away portions of me.”

"He hasavicious side, but he'saded more accommodating than Johnny." She seated herself on
awindow bench benesth aleaded window. "Join me."

Pdmasat. "l get theimpression you and Hawkes—"

"Y ou know how it is when people work side by side." She stroked his head, rubbing away
raindrops. " Friendships are bound to develop.”

"Throats are bound to get cut.”

"Johnny won't harm you, long as he knows | carefor you," the Scarlet Angel assured him. "So



you need not—"
"Yow!"
Thunder had whammed in the courtyard, shaking the windows.
"Forgive me, | seem to have, in my unreasoning fear, clutched your gullyraker yet again.”
Pdma scanned the dining room. "Do you have aroom of your own, Angel?'
"Yes, | do, dear PAmMa"
"It has, | trust, adoor and alock?"
"Oh, yes"
"Let'sgo there”

CHAPTER 11

"They'veleft himtorot," said thethin catman. "Same asthey left meto rot. They left Clark to rot,
and herotted. They left Estling to rot, and he rotted. They left Ruyle to—"

"Ruyledidnt rot," interrupted the white-bearded man in the corner. "He hanged himsdf with his
suspenders. Y ou're thinking of Wollter. He rotted,”

"Ruyletried to hang himself with his suspenders” said the catman. "But his suspenders were too
eladtic and he succeeded only in bouncing up and down between the rafter and the floor. They cut him
down, and eventudly herotted. Y ou're getting fuzzy in the upstairs, Dr. Yach."

"Perhaps | am. God blessthe king!"

"Y ou're doing pretty well today," abright-haired young man said to Summer. "Y ou're ableto
crawl and stumble unaided. That's not bad after al those sessonsin the Torture Department.”

Summer was on thefloor of acdll. It didn't fed like hisown. "Did you guys move in with me?" he
sad, voicealittle quavery.

"Other way around; they tossed you in here with us."

The catman shuffled nearer. "Left you to rot," he explained. " Same as Manzano, who was | eft
hereto rot and he rotted. Or take the case of Dugas, they left him hereto rot and he rotted.”

"Y ou'retoo gloomy, Hesdin," complained Dr. Y ach. "Of dl the people I've shared this hole with
during my eghteen years of unjust imprisonment in & Charliesyou are the most gloomy."

"Come now, Doctor. I'm no more gloomy than Mossbarger.”

"True, Mossbarger was quite gloomy. I'd forgotten him.”

"Y our once noble mind is on the skids, Doc."

"Perhaps s0. God blesstheking!™

The bright-haired young man asked, "Would you like meto help you sit up?

"Sure, | might aswell.”

"My nameis Angus Hare." He aided Summer into aStting position againgt one of the cdll's stone

wdls.
"Pleasad to meet you. I'm Jack Summer.”
"Yes, | know." Hare smiled and frowned at the sametime. "Y ou redly are pleased to meet me?”
"I'm not clapping my hands and shouting whoopee, but I'm not saddened by the encounter
ether."

"Wll, you have amuch grander nature than | expected,” said young Hare. "l suppose you've
become used, hearing so much of it, to criticism. So that you're not touched by whét 1've been saying
about you in The People's Trumpet of Truth-Kings Must Die Weekly Sun.”

"What have you been saying?'

Theyoung man blinked. "I'm Angus Hare."

"That part | comprehend. | wasnt, though, awvare you—"

"Ah, | see, Mr. Summer, you're pretending not to have read my reviews of your work. No doubt
it helps you to avoid the deep hurts of having al your faults and inadequacies as awriter exposed to



public scrutiny.”

"I supposeit would," said Summer. "What I'm trying to tell you is I've never read your paper, or
your reviews.

"That hardly seemslikely, Mr, Summer. Wefaithfully sent two copies of each of my reviewsto
Muckrake. Surdy—"

"Why did they move meinto thiscdl?' Summer asked Hedin.

"Soyou canrot.”

"Could you give me afew more details?'

Dr. Yach said, They're no doubt through experimenting with you. Y ou've been dumped here,
therefore. Here youll stay."

"Somebody's bound to come looking for me," said Summer.

There are no easily ble records of thiswing of St Charli€'s," said the bearded old man.
"Anyoneinquiring for you will betold either that you died or that you were discharged and they have no
ideawhere you went thereafter."

That won't work. My—"

"It'sworked in my case. | was put here eighteen years ago because | firmly believed ... God
blessthe king!... that amonarchy was best for Laranja East. A dangerousideato advocate openly in
those days."

"LaranjaEast is amonarchy.”

"Now, yes." Dr. Yach nodded sadly. "I'm no longer dangerous, but unfortunately I'm forgotten. |
doubt I'll ever leave thisroom.”

"Who isbeing gloomy now?" said Hesdlin.

"Y ou must have seen my review of your exposé of the Neptune situations,” said young Hare. ™
'Another Mediocre Mess of Reportage from the Barnum System's Most Overrated So-called
Muckraker' wasthetitle of the review.”

"A catchy title, but | missedit." Summer folded his hands over oneknee. "There must be a
grapevinein . Charlies, if it'slike most ingtitutions. So news can get around, and outside.”

"We have ways of finding out what's happening insdethewalls," said the catman. " Getting any
word out isnighimpossible”

"Thinker brings usinsde news and carries messages,” said Dr. Yach.

"Thinker?'

"A robot," sneered Hare. "Not avery efficient one either. Runs on steam, which asanyone
knowsis—"

"Thinker's been a dear friend to me since you were in rompers,” said Dr. Y ach. "He's the robot
who brings our meals, Mr. Summer. Like myself, he was meant for better things and has been left to
waste away in the bowels of St. Charlie's.”

"I never wore rompers,” said Hare. "Whatever they might be."

"I'mtrying to locate Dr. Ferrier,” Summer told them. "Ishein St. Charligs?’

"Right you are," said Hedin. "They've got him."

"Whereishe?'

"Right here on subfloor four. They tossed him down heretorot.”

"I'm assuming that, like us, Dr. Ferrier isnot crazy,” said Summer.

"Not at al," said the bearded old man. "It seems heis, however, dangerous to the present
government | wonder sometimesif even amonarchy is—"

"Dangerous how?'

"We don't have many details" said the catman. "Thinker hasahunch Dr. Ferrier isin St Charlie's
because of something heinvented.”

Summer looked across at the thick door. " Something he invented ... how the hell doesthat tie
in?'

"How'sthat again?' asked the doctor.

"Nothing." Summer was still watching the door. "I'm gtill alittle vague on time. Think | passed out



afew times. How long have | been bunking with you?"
"Threedays," replied Hare.
"Three days? Then she's not going to do anything."
"Who?'
"Nobody," said Summer.

CHAPTER 12

At dawn Palma, naked and wide awake, got up off the edge of the wide feather bed where he'd
been sitting. He padded across the beam-ceilinged bedroom, pushed the shutters open to stare out at the
new day. "What aworthless lout you are," he told himself aoud.

The five cream-colored doves that were roosting on the thatch roof went fluttering up into the air.

"Here you are amature adult grown-up," continued Palma as he leaned out the window to seeif
there was any sign of the Scarlet Angdl'sreturning, "and once again, you've alowed yoursdlf to be
Sdetracked. What folly. Thefirst pair of extraordinary knockers that comes down the pike and you drop
your assgnment. Let your loya chum, Jack Summer, down while you frolic with a highwayperson.”

Pama scratched his backside, then wandered to the bed again. "Observe yoursdlf, you miserable
cur, waiting around for Angel to get home from work. She'sturned you, she and her momentous gazoos,
into some kind of suburban housewife. Fie and for shame. Here you've been for two days smply
screwing your brains out while ... no, it's been three days," He held up ahand and started to tick off days
on hisfingers. "Let's see. | first dipped her the old sausage the afternoon we arrived here at the Knuckle
and Chin. Then | exercised the old salami again after dinner that night and once again around about
midnight. So that's one day. Then as day was breaking the next—"

"Adorable PAmal" The bedroom door swung open. The Scarlet Angd, fully clothed and wearing
her riding boots, came striding in. She carried a burlap sack over her shoulder.

"I didn't hear your horses."

"We approached the stable by the rear roadway, dearest one," she said. "Did you pinefor me as
much as| for you?'

I'm glad you brought thisup, Angel, snce |—"

"Wheat loot we did acquire this night, beautiful PAlmal" Thumping the heavy sack to the floor, she
clapped her hands. "Come, feast your adorable eyeson it."
"Probably pretty much like yesterday'sloot." He remained seated on the bed.

"l sometimesfear you take no redl interest in my career, beloved PAma.”

"It'snot that, Angel. But, however, | do—"

"Isthisnot aprize?' She hed up agold cup. "Solid gold, encrusted with rare gems.”

"How'd somebody happen to be carrying that around after dark?

"Tisatrophy won by the Cutpurse Wood Field Hockey Team. They were carrying it home from
avictorious game when we waylaid their coach.”

"Oh, then that little gold guy ontop is carrying ahockey stick."”

"Actudly it'sascythe. The trophy maker wasal out of hockey players and had to substitute a
farmer left over from a Grange—"

"Angd, weredly must havea—"

"And what of thistreasure?' She laughed as he took atwo-foot-high marble statue with agold
clock inits tsomach from the loot bag.

"Yeah, | knew agirl like that once." The bald photographer decided he could better present his
decision to move out of hereif he had on hisclothes.

"Here we have asack of gold Waldos." Sherattled the pouch, then thrust ahand in. "L ook at this
particular one. It'sthe rare minting where they |eft off haf of King Wado's moustache. A coin buff will
pay upwards—"



"Angd, ligen." PAmagot into his alseason underwear. " There comes amoment in the affairs of
men when love and duty—"

"A snuffbox?' Thelovely redhead wrinkled her nose at this latest object sheld taken from the
sack. "That should have gonein Squint'sbag.”

While his tunic was coming down over hishead, PAmasaid, "I'm as dedicated to my career as
you are, you see, Angel. Y ou're askilled highway robber and I'm an ace photographer. Thus | must—"

Blam! Wham!

"By St. Charliesbones! What isthat?' The Scarlet Angel ran to the open window. "Pama, my
beloved, it's LaranjaWest troops. They're retreating through the woods.”

"Maybethey'll retreat right on by," he said and he got dl his cameras around his neck.

‘Nay, | fear not | seetheir sergeant motioning at thisvery inn," the girl said. "Come, we must get
out of here at once."

"Wait till I pull my pantson. | recently made avow never to leave anyplace untrousered.” When
he was dressed, hejoined her at the window. "Dozens of them, &l pouring into our courtyard.”

Down below, beyond the edge of the thatch roof, men in dirty and tattered red and white
uniformswere stumbling and staggering into the flagstone court of the Knuckle & Chin. Thump! Whack!

"There goesthe front door,” said the Scarlet Angdl. "I very much fear any way of exit is now—"

"Nope, we can get out. See, we just jump onto the roof out there and then to the stable roof." He
pointed. "With luck we can get a couple of mounts and get out the back way without being spotted.”

"Aye, | do beieve we can, admirable PAmamine." He dived across the room and grabbed up
the pouch of gold coins. "WEell need traveling expenses,”

"Y ou remain very cam under pressure.”

"I've gone out of alot of bedroom windows." Eyes narrowed, he watched the courtyard. "Mogt
of them areinside, down in the dining room by now. Let's be up and doing." He stepped over the sill and
waited for the Scarlet Angdl tojoin him.

They made their way slently down the dightly danting roof. Just as they reached the edge and
Pamawas about to |legp to the stable roof four feet away a straggling LaranjaWest soldier chanced to
look up.

His mouth opened, and his gun hand swung for his holster. Then he stiffened and toppled over
againgt awater barrel.

"Jump," urged the redhead, holstering her stungun.

"Much obliged,” Helegped

The Scarlet Angel followed

Palma scurried across the wooden stable roof on hands and knees, then swung down through a
window hole. "Still pretty agile for somebody who spends so much timein bed." Helanded on the Straw,
then saw to it that the horses dl remained calm by patting and cgjoling them.

They'd finished saddling two horses when a great howling began in the woods.

"Kill! Kill™

"Degth! Degth!"

"Murder! Murder!"

"Morevistors" PAmahurried to the shut door at the front of the stable and took a cautious
glance through the narrow opening.

Troopsin blue and gold uniforms were pouring forth out of the surrounding forest They waved
knives, pistols, and clubs, screaming and howling. Their eyeswere wide, and the hair of many of them
stood on end.

"Degath! Death!"

"Murder! Murder!"

"LaranjaEast troopsthisrime,” said PAma, "A zedlouslot, too."

The LaranjaWest soldiersin the inn began firing out at the howling troops who came charging at
them. Twenty of the East troops went down, dead. More rushed out of the woods, screaming, frenzied

"Let'sbe off." PAlmaled his horseto the rear of the stable and carefully pushed the door open.



The narrow trail away from here was as yet empty of soldiers of either side.

He and the Scarlet Angd rode swiftly away from the Knuckle & Chin.

After they'd covered severd miles, the girl said, "Thereis, | sense, something you wanted to tell
me, cherished Pdma. What isit?'

"Oh," hereplied, "l was going to suggest weleave theinn.”

CHAPTER 13

Toot!

"Excuse me," said the steam robot. "My boiler has been defective ... toot ... for nolittletime and
consequently ... toot ... dueto other flawsin my structure the escaping steam often produces amost
unseemly ... toot... toot sound. Pray excuse me.”

Summer had just been introduced to Thinker, the mea-serving mechanism. "Think nothing of it,"
hesaid. "What I'd like to—"

"What'sfor dinner tonight?" inquired Hesdin, putting hiswhiskers close to the seaming caldron
Thinker had whedled in.

"It's ... toot ... boiled offal,” replied the steam robot

"Agan?' Y oung Hare groaned. "l take it the management of thisaleged asylum took no notice of
the nine-page critique of the bill of farewhich 1—"

"What'sthat blue stuff floating therein the offa?"

Thinker's neck creaked as he bent to gaze into the caldron. "Appears to be part of somebody's
felt hat, doesn't it?'

"lan't it bad enough they feed us offa practically every day?' demanded the catman. "Does it
have to be contaminated as well?'

"Ah, but, Mr. Hesdlin ... toot... under the amended Territoria Pure Food and Drug Statutes offa
may contain as much as ten percent non-offd." Thinker sngpped his metd fingers, which made a thung
sound. "Drat, | meant to tossin that dead mouse | found on the floor of Dr. Ferrier's—"

"Cats likemice" Hesdin said dowly. "Catmen do not like mice. For an intdligent machine
you—"

"Excuseme... toot ... for being confused,” said the robot. " Since the philosophical anarchist
dog-faced boy on subfloor B isaways asking for bones| natural ly—"

"I'm not some kind of sport of nature.”

"Boys, boys," said Dr. Y ach. "Enough quarreling. Go ahead, Thinker, and pass out the offd."

"Yes, |... toot... will. Don't you have abowl, Mr. Summer?"

"That's OK. I'm fasting," said the reporter. "Y ou go to Dr. Ferrier's cell every day?!

While Thinker spooned the hot food into the other inmates wooden bowls he said, "Three times
aday. Lately I've been ... toot ... dropping in more oftento ... toot... get rid of the dead mice."

"Damn," said Hesdlin. Tak of something esewhile'm eating my offa.”

"Toot... excuseme."

"Do you know why Dr. Ferrier isbeing kept in St Charli€'s?' Summer asked the robot

"It hasto do ... toot... with some contribution ... toot—"

"Lord amighty!" Bright-haired Hare threw his unfinished bowl of offd againgt thewal. "Can't you
control that offensvetooting of yours?'

"Now, now," said Dr. Y ach, "we can't dl have complete sway over ourselves, young fellow ...
God blesstheking!™

"Oh, screw theking!"

The robot wiped his spoon on his bibbed apron. "I will now ... toot ... wish you a hearty ... toot
... good evening."

Summer caught hisarm. It was blazing hot and he quickly let go. "Wait, Thinker. Y ou weretelling



me about Dr. Ferrier, the reason he's here.”

Thinker walked to the cell door. "He made agreat contribution to ... toot... the war effort.”

"Why lock him up for that?"'

"I must run." The door was opened from the outside, and Thinker and his cadron clattered away.

When the door was shut Summer said, "He's got adefective boiler.”

"Weadl haveour littleflaws" Dr. Y ach licked hisfingers, then pushed hisempty bowl asde. "As
one grows older—"

"He'soverheating,” said Summer. "So it's possible he may explode.”

"I would hateto think s0," said the bearded old man. "Thinker and | have been through agood
dedl over theyears. I'm certain he dways saves the best offd for thiscell.”

The catman wiped hiswhiskers clean. "Are you suggesting, Summer, that it might be possbleto
cause Thinker to explode at a specific time?”

"Yeah, | am. To explode when he's standing right next to this door. He doesn't even have
tinker-proof gauges, o it should befarly smpleto—"

"Never, gr, never." Dr. Yach grunted to hisfeet. "That robot is like amember of the family."

Hesdlin stroked his chin fur. "There are six other doors between us and the ground level, though,
Summer. Supposing we could blow our way out of thiscell, wed still have—"

"I'm not saying we're going to do it the next time Thinker comesin. Theresalot more about the
layout of St Charlies| want to know firg."

"Mongtrous. To plot the cold-blooded murder of aloving, loya machine smply to further—"

"He might not be the only onewho goes," Hesdin warned the old doctor. "1 don't want to rot
here, or turn into aquivering wreck like you. If you try to foul up any escape plan | swear I'll—"

"l dont quiver."

"Thewhole thing soundsfoolhardy," put in Hare, "and yet—"

Thump! Thump!

Dr. Yach blinked. "Who can that be thumping on our cell door at this hour? We never have
cdlersafter dinner, never. Can they have received word aready of your monstrous designs on—"

"Shut up!™ said the catman, hunching and watching the door.

"Specid charitable vigtor," announced athin voice outside.

It's the princess, Summer told himsalf.

The heavy door opened. "What awonderful fedling, to be able to do something worthwhile with
my vast fortune.”

A plump birdman stepped in. It was Mulligan, the Starbuck claimant.

CHAPTER 14

Rain hit the ironwork and glass hard and fast, then rolled more dowly down the curving sides of
the huge domed buildings. The night wind shook the wild grass and tangles of spiky weedsthét filled the
wide Streets.

"It waslovely here once," said the Scarlet Angdl, the wind worrying her long red hair. "'l
remember being brought one autumn when | couldn't have been more than ten. Very gawky | wasthen.

They were leading their horses dong an overgrown street which cut through the center of the
long-abandoned exposition grounds. Y ou could never have been awkward, Angd."

"Ah, but | was. Long and lean, skinny and hardly more sure on my feet than anewborn colt.”

In the center of the weedy street |oomed afifty-foot-high statue of amilitary gentleman who held
asword on high. Since the statue had been made not of metal or of stone but of some kind of
papier-méché the old campaigner had severa gapsin him where his mesh-wire skeleton showed through.
His sword wasin aparticularly woeful shape.

"| truly appreciate your helping meout,” said PAma



"Sinceit was my fault you missed your rendezvousin Ravenshoe,” said thegirl, "itisonly fitting
that | arranged another meeting with Tully Keep."

"Littledid | redize you and the celebrated guerrillawere chums.”

"Outcasts of various kinds tend to get acquainted.” She nodded to their right, turned onto a
weed-thick lane leading by avast grass-infested trough which had once been amarble pool. The fountain
rising up from the pool's center was made of the same materia asthe giant soldier.

"I expected to find guerrillas camped out in the mountains or thejungle.”

The Crystal Gardenslie at the edge of an areathat's seen much fighting in recent years. No one
has visited it in agood long while, so0 it makes asuitable temporary headquartersfor Tully Keep and
some of hismen," said the Scarlet Angel. "Obvioudy he never staysin one placelong.”

"Keep'snot on either Sderedly, ishe?'

"He believes King Waldo and the government of Laranja East are corrupt and must be replaced.
But therulers of LaranjaWest are hardly better,” explained the girl. "He, therefore, opposes both sides.
It's his hope that hell be ableto bring off a coup and—"

"Oopd" PAmanoticed aman, indde a glasswaled exposition building, watching them. The man
wore atwo-piece woodsman suit and held ablaster rifle. "A guard over there"

"Y es, he'sthe third we've passed since we passed through the gates.”

"My keen eyeislosing someof its keenness. Thisisthefirst guy I've spotted.”

At theend of thelanewasacircular building of multicolored glass panels and white wrought
iron. In the doorway, armsfolded, stood awhite-furred catman. He smiled, making a purring sound, and
cameout into the hard rain. "Angel," he said as he embraced the girl, "till aroad agent, eh, dear friend?
When are you going to abandon those defective oafs and come over with us?'

Three men appeared from out of the wet darkness. They led the horses away.

"Y our professon smply doesn't pay aswell as highway robbery, Tully." The girl backed out of
hisarms. "Thisis Pdma, one of the most excellent photographersin the Barnum System or the entire—"

"I know your work, my friend." The guerrillaleader held out apaw. "Y ou've done some splendid
picture spreads for Galactic Geographic.”

"Yes, | have" agreed Pama,

"Y ou want to talk to me, my friend?' Keep beckoned them to follow him into the multicolored
dome.

There were even rows of flower beds crisscrossing the circular gravel floor, the flowerslong
since dead or taken over by magnificent weeds.

The white-furred catman led them to the center of the large room and offered them white
wrought-iron chairs.

Pama sat closeto the Scarlet Angdl, resting one hand on her shoulder. "I had some questionsto
ask you when | commenced on this quest, Keep," he said. "En route afew more things have aroused my
curiogty.”

"Y ou want to know if good King Waldo is the Phantom of the Fog," said Keep. "WEell cometo
that topic in amoment ... but what are your more recent sources of puzzlement, my friend?"

"We had our path crossed at the Knuckle and Chin," continued the bald photographer. The
LaranjaWest troops behaved pretty much like soldiers I've encountered in most parts of the universe.

The Laranja East lads, though, didn't. They appeared to be crazed, considerably goofy.
Reminded me of some Venusian Buddhists | met once who had the habit of now and again running

Keep nodded. "So they're field-testing it on amuch larger scae than wefigured at first.”

Tegting what, Tully?" asked the red-haired girl. "Y ou must know something, Pama, about the use
of chemica and biologica weapons.”

"Sure, people have even used them on me," he answered. "All that kind of thing was outlawed by
the

Barnum Accords of afew yearsback. No planet, no territory in our system is supposed to use

anything likethat."



This particular chemica-biologica invention is being used by Laranja East on its own troops,”
sad the catman.

"Something to pep them up?'

"Exactly. It'saspray. One whiff and your average soldier turns, for aperiod of an hour or more,
into akill-crazy and absolutely fearlesswarrior.”

Thoughtfully Palmarubbed at the rain-speckled top of his head. "Any ideawho invented the
stuff?' The spray isbeing manufactured, at a secret factory somewherein Laranja East, by the Starbuck
dan

"How about aguy name of Dr. Ferrier ... is he connected with the Starbucks?"

Keep said, "Not that we know. Why?'

"His name came up.” PAmatwisted astrand of the Scarlet Angdl's hair around afinger. ™Y ou
have an indde source of information about the activities of the Starbuck folks."

Keep grinned, whiskers perking. "Y es, my friend, afairly highly placed informant.”

"Ahal The clamant isafake—he's one of yours."

"Y es, the Mulligan Starbuck you met at the family estate isworking for us,” said Keep. "When
wefirst got wind of this new killer-producing spray some months ago | decided we needed a better
source of Starbuck facts than we had.”

The rain bounced on the colored panels high above. PAmawatched that for amoment "Mayhew,
our stringer—he was supplying information to you, too, wasn't he?"

"Yes. I'msorry they did himin.”

"That was to kegp him from telling Summer and me anything. Mayhew was able to mention two
people before he died: you and this Dr. Ferrier.”

"Mayhew never lived to pass on what he knew about Ferrior to me," said the guerrilla.

"Could be Ferrior isthe chap who invented the stuff,” said Plma. "And it is possibletheking is
sniffing the soray himsdf onthe dy."

"That would explain why heturnsinto anighttimekiller ... yes" said Keep. "If Mayhew bdieved
that, | tend to believeit aswell. What we lack, asyet, is proof.”

"Mayhap by now Summer's got something out of Ferrier,” PAmasaid. "Oh, yeah, another thing
I'm curious about.”

The Scarlet Angel said, The stagecoach.”

"Y ep, the coach. Right after | left it the damn thing exploded,” said the photographer, "Dueto the
fact | was being dragged off into the wilds by agang of cutthroats | didn't get a chance to go back and
dig into the wreckage. | know some kind of bomb had been planted.”

"Wedidn't plant it, if that'swhat you're thinking," Keep told him. "We only use that sort of device
on rare occasions, againgt important government toadies.”

"Y ou haven't heard any scuttlebutt about who arranged the fireworks?"

"None, friend PAma."

Pdmasaid, "l have to assume the people who got rid of Mayhew weretrying to do measmilar
favor. Which meansal my cautious skulking around in the wilds of Laranja East hasn't been as
unobtrusive as| hoped.”

"Y ou were not followed hereto the Crystal Gardens, that | can assureyou. You and Angel are
freeto remain here for—"

"Nope. I'm about due to meet my partner back in the capita.”

The Scarlet Angel said, "We are to part then, dear Pma?”

"Not until tomorrow," he said.

CHAPTER 15

"Y ou can egt the apples, the zingos, the grout sandwiches, and the saltwater taffy,” said Mulligan



Starbuck while lifting the checkered cloth off the picnic basket hanging over hisfeathered arm. "Dont,
however, touch the gherkins, the pemican-on-rye sandwiches, the popcorn balls, or the tomato. Oh, and
you can drink the lemonade but not the iced tea.”

"What sort of benevolent visitisthis?' complained Hesdin. "I haven't had agherkin since | was
locked away to rot and now you—"

"Thereasonsfor the restrictions will soon make themsalves manifest.” Mulligan set the wicker
basket on the cdll floor and motioned Summer to follow him into a corner. Moving was easier for the
reporter now, though sill painful. "I'm breaking my cover sooner than I'd intended, Summer. After
Princess Joline told me you were here | decided you'd have to be sprung. If al goeswell well get Dr.
Ferrier, too. Won't be abad night'swork." He stroked his beak. "1'm not who you thought.”

"Y ou mean those are fake feathers?’

"Oh, I'm an authentic birdman, but I'm not the Starbuck heir,”" he explained. "I'm an agent for
Tully Keep."

"My partner's been looking him up. How does the princessfit in?"

"Jolineisn't quite as dim-witted as she likes to appear. She, unbeknown to her father, has been
aiding variouslibera causesfor quite sometime. She has aso, now and again, provided uswith
information. Joline is aware that I'm afa se claimant. When she determined you were redlly Jack Summer
she pad meavist at the estate. The result of which you see”

"| figured sheld forgotten al aout me."

"A common fegling when you're locked up, as| well—"

"Gah, these are the toughest gherkinsI've ever sunk a—"

"| cautioned you againg them." Mulligan snatched the green pickle from Hesdin's paw.

Old Dr. Y ach was dowly chewing on achunk of taffy. "Perhaps you can explain the real purpose
of your vigt."

"I'm here to help thelot of you escape from St Charli€'s,” replied Mulligan.

"Escgpe from hereiswdl-nighimpossible” sad Hare.

"Not if you apply technology and money," said Mulligan. "Thanksto Lady Thorkin's fondnessfor
me I've been able to avail mysdf of both.” He dropped to his knees beside the yellow basket. Resting the
pickle on his pam that Hesdin had tried to nibble, he opened it down the center to reveal asquat Silver
rod. "Universal lockpick."

Hare asked, "Don't they have some sort of detection gear visitors have to submit to?"

"Thisthing's made out of anew Starbuck aloy the average friskmachine (dso made by the
Starbucks) cannot detect,” explained the birdman. "My only problem in swiping thislockpick from one of
the family labswas picking the lock to get at it."

Hesdlin stopped esting, reached out and took up the lockpick, "After we use this on our door,
then what?'

"Theiced tea" Mulligan unscrewed the cap on the thermaos. Unseaming histunic he poked at his
chest feathers. "Which one ... ah, yes, here” He plucked a festher and dropped it into theliquid in the
thermos. From the picnic basket he next took the tomato. "Made of anew Starbuck plagtic. Stuff it into
the top of thejug, like S0, and it makes a spray nozzle. Therewe are. This particular spray will knock out
any guard asfar away asfivefed.”

Dr. Yach sad, "My optimismisgrowing. We may finally get out of & Charli€s.

Mulligan gathered up the three popcorn balls. "Miniaturized stunguns. Hereésthe barrd ... you
Laveto pull it out through the stickum. Aim the ball, squeeze it, and your opponent freezes." He stood.
"Now I'll outline the escape plan, and the route welll be taking. We have to spring Dr. Ferrier, too."

Hare was staring down at the picnic basket, mouth downturned, "What about the
pemican-on-rye sandwiches? Y ou told us not to touch them either.”

"Oh, yes, I'm glad you reminded me." The birdman claimant took one of the sandwiches. "The
sandwiches are for me. So busy putting thislittle show together | completely missed lunch and dinner.”

"What's the use of escaping?"' asked Hesdlin as hefinished his gpple. They'll only catch usagain.”

"No they wont," Mulligan promised "I've arranged tilings so as to avoid that possibility. You, Dr.



Y ach, and young Hare will be smuggled into aneutrd territory by an associate of mine who'll meet us
outsdethewalsof . Charlie's. | have ahunch you'll be ableto return to Laranja East quite soon.” He
crossed to Summer. "You and | and Dr. Ferrier will remain in the capital, making our way to a hideaway
| know of. Y ou're up to traveling?'

"I'll makeit; don't worry," Summer told him. "Let'sgo over the plan.”

"I'm going to missthisold place," sighed Dr, Y ach.

The universal lockpick worked perfectly. The knockout gas, sprayed through the judas hole by
Dr. Yach, had put their most immediate guard, the one who'd escorted Mulligan, quietly to deep.

"Sothisisthe corridor,” whispered Dr. Y ach as he rotated his head to take in the dirty walls and
the water-stained ceiling. "l was unconscious when they |ocked me away eighteen years ago, thus| don't
bdieve—"

"That's enough nostalgia," said Hesdlin, who held apopcorn-ball stungun in hisright paw. "We
haveto extricate Dr. Ferrier and then get the hell out of St Charli€s.”

With Mulligan leading they eased dong the long, curving corridor.

"Guard!" Hare saw him firgt, and squeezed his stungun.

The big lizardman stiffened, onefoot in theair, in the act of coming around a corner.

They continued on.
"ThisisFerrier'scdl.” Mulligan's feathered hand touched the lockpick to the heavy door.
The door creaked open.

"Don' interrupt me, don't comeintruding in on me," said Dr. Ferrier. He was hunched on the cell
floor, his back to them. "Dead in under ten seconds, under ten seconds. We're moving right along.”

"Hey, Dr. Ferrier." Summer stepped across the threshold.

The catman didn't turn around. "I've dready had my night's offal. I'll thank you to leave me done,
leave mein peace." Using itstail asahandle he picked up the mouse held just succeeded in killing. "An
amazing breskthrough, using only ingredients scraped from the cell wals plus—"

"Weve cometo get you out of this goddamned place," said Summer as hetook hold of the
doctor's shoulder.

The scientist looked at him. "Thisis some sort of escape attempt, an attempt at escape, is that
what you mean?'

"Y eah, and it's been going pretty good up until thispoint,” said Summer. ™Y ou can bring your
mouse or leaveit, but let'smove.”

"Catmen don't eat mice," said Hesdlin from the doorway. " Cats eat mice. There's no need for
dursat a—"

"Dr. Ferrier, please, come dong,” urged Mulligan. "Were operating on afairly tight schedule.”

"On atight schedule, atight scheduleisit? Well, very well." Dropping the dead mouse and rising,
he accompanied Summer out of the cell.

"Guard!" came thewarning whisper of Dr. Yach.

"I'll usethis knockout gas on him. Now wheré'sthat trigger again?’

"What in the perishing bloody hell do you ruddy blooming looniesthink you're—"

"Ah, | remember. Thisishow it works." The bearded old man succeeded in spraying the
knockout mist directly into his own face. He toppled over.

"Of dl the blasted blooming bloody idiot things I've—"

"Therel" Hesdin froze the guard with his stungun.

Hare was beside the old doctor, poking him. "Wake up, Dr. Y ach. Were escaping, remember?”

"Hell beout for hours" said Mulligan.

"Stand aside." Hesdin caught hold of the back of the dumbering doctor's tunic and lifted him onto
his shoulder. "Now can we get on with this damn escape before we dl rot herein the corridor?”

CHAPTER 16



The wet wind grabbed theinn sign, ripped it from its hooks and sent it spinning through the night
to skim Pama's rain-swept head The Nose and Foot Inn," he read asthe sign passed over. " Another
place commemorating a human tragedy, no doubt.”

"Try not to say anything about Pegleg's not having area nose," suggested the Scarlet Angel.
"He'samite self-conscious.”

"Why do they cdl him Pegleg if heésmissng anose?' Pdma dismounted and guided hishorseinto
the low musty stable at the back of theinn.

"Helogt aleg, too, in another war." She led her mount into one of the many empty sals. "He
used to operate an inn near Ravenshoe named the Leg and Beartrap.”

"Sounds cozier than this place.”

Thegirl, lipsmoigt with night rain, kissed him. "'Tis not the most auspicious place to spend our
last night together, dear PAma," she said findly. "Pegleg, however, isone of the few innkeepersin this
areawho can betrusted.”

"He knows who you are?'

"Y es, but he's not the kind who'd betray me," the Scarlet Angel assured him. "Remember, don't
say anything about his poor tin nose, or itsbeing lopsided.”

"I'll compliment him on hisearsor chin, giving theimpresson | haven't noticed thenose a dl."

"We could have stayed at the Crystd Gardens. Tully has severa spare exhibition halls.”

"All with an abundance of glasswadls" hesaid. "Thisway, we a so got twenty miles closer to the
capitd before sop—"

"Clutch the firmament!" ordered atenor voice.

"Beg pardon?' Pamaturned to face the man in the stable doorway.

The man waved hisblagter pistol. "I mean, raise your mitts. Else I'll have no choice but to—"

"Pegleg, it'sme," announced the Scarlet Angdl, arms spread wide.

Theinnkeeper dowly lowered hisgun. "I thought it was horsethieves. In fact, I'm till not at dl
certain your companion may not be anagnapper.”

"He'sadear friend, Pegleg. Wed like aroom for the night.”

Pegleg dipped his gun away under his gpron. After afew seconds he began chuckling, rubbing
his handstogether. "Wadll, thisisindeed fateful, Angel,” he said "Y ou can help me celebrate.”

"Surely. What are you celebrating?'

"My new nose." Pegleg tapped it fondly. "Isit not a beauty?

"l can't seevery wdl inthislight.”

"Why, of course you can't. What sort of innkeeper am |, not to invite the both of you insdeon a
foul night such asthis? Comeingde, do."

Therewas asubgtantid firein the large sonefireplace of the dining room Pegleg led them to. "I
was commencing to think the inclement weather would keep al customers away, thus affording me no
opportunity to show off my new nose. Now then, What do you think of it, Angel?" The nose was of
highly polished auminum, reflecting the flames that flickered in the fireplace.

"A great improvement,” shetold him,

Pegleg took astep in PAmas direction. "I'd value your opinion of it, Sr. What say you?'

Pamasad, "I'm not alowed to discuss your nose."

"B

Shaking her head, the Scarlet Angel led PAlmato the dinner table. ™Y ou needn't—"

"I like your ears, though,” the bald photographer added as he tapped afew of his camera cases.
"One sees s0 few matching ears, especialy in my trade. A man with asymmetrica head isararity and
should be complimented.”

Pegleg tugged a one of hisears. "Why thank you, gir," hesaid. "Ah, by the by, Angdl, take a
gander at this." Herolled up theleft leg of his pantaoonsto display agleaming new meta leg. Theleg
was of filigreed slver, encrusted with rubies and chunks of jade. "I've added this since last we met.”

"Very handsome." The girl seated herself opposite PAma. "Obvioudy expensive,”



"I won't bother to show you the toenails now, each is insat with—"

"Inherit Some money, have you?' inquired PAma

"No, nothing of the ... Ah, that is, yes. Y ou've put your finger onit truly, Sr." Pegleg lifted amenu
off themantle. "A dear great aunt of mine departed thislife, leaving me aquite large and completely
unexpected legecy."

"That'sadmirable," said PAma, "using the money to improve yoursef."

Theinnkeeper inhaed with zest "'Breathing has taken on awhole new meaning since | had this
noseingtdled. Twould bring asmileto your sweet lips, Angd, to see your old Pegleg sniffing rosebuds of
amorning.”

"Sniff them while you may," murmured PAma. Pegleg presented him the menu. "The ox isvery
good tonight, should you be in the mood for ox."

"WEelIl need timeto decide,” thered-haired girl said.

"To be sure, dear, take dl the time you wish." Pegleg backed toward the door. "I have alittle
something specid inthewine cdlar; ‘twill add to the fedtivities”

As soon as the innkeeper was gone the Scarlet Angel asked, "What isit that's disturbing you,
beloved PAma?’

"Whered he get the money for the nose? Whered he get the money for that leg?”

"No doubt he came by the money in somekind of shady ded," she answered. "Naturaly enough,
not knowing you, Pegleg doesn't want to discussit openly. There's no need to—" Clippety clop!
Clippety clop!

Pdmajumped up. "Usudly the wine cdllar isdirectly under thejoint," he said. "He doesn't have
toridetoit.”

"Perhgpsit isnot ... She ran to the window and drew aside the rough-spun curtains. Therain was
damming hard againgt the leaded panes. "'l can't seethe horseman at dl.”

"Best to St yoursdf down, MissAngd." A very tal and wide young catman had entered, apistol
in each paw.

"Jacques? Surely you do not aim those at me?”

Jacquess whiskers dropped. "Weve had a change of policy, MissAngd."

"Who paid for the nose?' PAmarested a hand on one of the camera cases that hung around his
neck.

"Well," said Jacques, trying not to meet their eyes while yet keeping them covered, "the
Territoria Police made the master an offer, which he accepted. If he but turn in those of hisroad-agent
customers who chance to put up here a the Nose and Foot they will continue to provide him with much
gold. He pondered long, you may be sure, Miss Angel, before he cameto the conclusion ... don't fool
with those gadgets, air,”

"| wastrying to decide which of my camerasto useto capture you on film, Jacques.”

"Me?Why would you want a picture of me?'

"I'm on aroving assgnment for Coult Publications.” PAmasfingers unfastened the lid of the case.
"We're especialy eager to find interesting facesfor People, Etc. Magazine"

Jacques gave anegative jerk of hisfurry head. "l wouldn't say | had an interesting face.”

"You don't seeyoursdf as|, with the eye of atrained artist, seeyou,” said PAma. "True, it might
perhaps make amore striking shot if you had perhaps an duminum noseor ..." He pulled astungun from
the case and shot the catman.

Before Jacques could squeeze the trigger of either of his blasters he stiffened.

"OK, let's make ahasty departure.”

"I'msorry | led you into a—"

"Apologize on the gallop, Angdl." He stuck the stungun back in its case, then nodded toward a
rear door of the dining room. "Can we get to the stable that way?"

"Yes." Dashing to the door, she yanked it open. "By way of the kitchen."

They ran dong awood-paneled corridor, across asteamy kitchen, and past alizardwoman
Ccook.



"Mercy me!" sheexclamed

"They redly do have an ox," observed PAma.

One more door and they werein the night and rain again.

The stable, ahundred yards away, they did not reach.

Three cloaked figures made that impossible. A catman, a green-festhered birdman, and ablack
man with adead-white beard All of them armed with shockrods and pistols.

"In the name of King Wado and the sovereign territory of LaranjaEast," said the catman, the
rain pelting him and making pocksin hisfur, "I hereby charge you both with violating the laws and
statutes forbidding robbery on the highway. | further charge you, miss, with being none other than the
ruthless Scarlet Angd and you, Sir, with being her paramour and accomplice.”

"l am the Scarlet Angd.” The girl stood straight, paying no attention to the hard-falling rain that
was hitting at her. "This man, however, is an innocent traveler whose path happened to cross mine.”

Thelizard Territorid Policeman sneezed and laughed a the sametime. " 'Tishardly likely an
innocent wayfarer would, purely by chance, come bounding out of the back door of the Nose and Foot
withyou."

"I'm Pdma," explained Palma, "working for Coult Publications, out of the planet Barnum. Y ou
can contact their attorneysin—"

"Y ou may once have been what you say, Sr," said the catman. "This night, though, you are the
companion of the Scarlet Angd. As such you will join her on the gallows. Y ou will be hanged, drawn,
and quartered. At the sametimethe Scarlet Angel is hanged.”

"Wl if I'm going to die I'd like to snap afew last photos to send home to the folks." He reached
for the camera case containing his stungun.

They were much quicker than Jacques. Two shock-gticks hit Palma before he drew the weapon.

CHAPTER 17

"WEell be safein this part of the capita," said the spurious Mulligan Starbuck. With afesthered
hand pressed to the dimy wall stones he was guiding Summer and Dr. Ferrier dong the down-danting
aley. Thick gray fog was closer than the opposite wall.

"l don't believe ... | redly don't believe I've ever been herein dl my—"

"Sops!" A shuttered window snapped open up above, and a bucket of garbage was dumped out
into thefoggy night.

Summer dodged most of it. "Watch out."

Dr. Ferrier did not fare sowell. "A mogt interesting, most interesting, style of life prevails here.
What isthisareacalled?'

"Suicide Sum." The birdman handed aredsilk handkerchief to the doctor. "One of the things
King Wado vowed, on the eve of his coronation, was to clean up and beautify it."

"Sopg”

Slat!

"Not adrop, not one single drop, splashed methat time."

Summer aimed a question at the spot in the fog where he sensed the doctor was. "King Wado
didn't exactly keep his promisesto you, did he, Dr. Ferrier?

"No, he certainly behaved ... Hum. | have the distinct impression | just stepped on aheap of
animd dung. What could it have been?'

"Animd dung," said Mulligan.

"Thisisquite interesting, quite interesting,” said Ferrier, "to see how the lower segment—"

"What made the king pop you into &. Charlies?’

That was because of Ferrier's Specid Blend Number Three," answered the catman.

"What's—"



"Granny!"

Thud!

"That landed very hard,” remarked Dr. Ferrier, glancing around at the encircling fog. "Must have
been agood quantity, avery large quantity of garbage. And odd that they shouted 'Granny' rather than
'Sops.™

"That's because it was somebody's grandmother,” explained Mulligan. "They have alow opinion
of old ageinthedum.”

Summer persisted as they progressed down the foggy aley. "What's Ferrier's Specia Blend
Number Three?'

"Tomore fully answer that, to answer it thoroughly, I'd best explain the nature of Ferrier's Specid
Blend Number One and, thereafter, Ferrier's Specia Blend Number Two."

"Y ou can do that later,” Summer told him. "Tell me about Number Three, whét it hasto do with
King Wado and the Phantom of the Fog."

"I canfill youin," volunteered Mulligan. "Tried to give you some of what | found out when you
visted the etate.”

"We assumed you ssimply wanted to push your case for being the one and only authentic Mulligan
Starbuck."

"Not at dl, asyou—"

"Estrumal™ came a shout from above.

The doctor asked, "What's Estruma?’

Slat!

"Another word for dops.”

"All over thefront of me, the entire front of my garments. Most discouraging, very discouraging,
when | was gtarting to believe I'd become mogt artful at dodging—"

"Sopg”

Flop!

"Agan, yet again."

Mulligan took hold of Summer'sarm. "Y ou gppear to be dowing down."

"Fed better than | did. Now tell me about this staff.”

"The specid blend isaspray Ferrier concocted. He's been fooling with behavior-atering mists
for yearsout a the university. Initidly he wastrying for stuff to control his students. Y ou know, asquirt
and they become attentive, insghtful, possibly even alittle more attentive. That was Number One. A few
months ago he stumbled on Number Three. This spray was different.”

"My greatest breakthrough, undoubtedly my greatest breakthrough to date,” put in the doctor. "A
perfectly useful, thoroughly useful, invention had it not been abused by our monarch.”

They had reached the end of the alley. After groping at the fog for amoment, the birdman said,
"This way next, to our left.”

Up ahead, masked by the thick gray mit, there was agrowling. Growling and snarling from
severd throats, sngpping and yelping.

"A pack of animalsliesin our path, directly in our path."

Mulligan dowed but did not stop. "Not animals, but they won't bother us," he said.

In snglefilethey entered another dley. An old man lay flat on hisback on the dirt, amsand legs
widespread. Five boys, smal and none older than seven, nearly naked, were tearing the old man's
clothes from him asthey searched for money and food. They snarled at each other, snapped and
growled, while they worked.

"Not agood placeto passout,” said Mulligan.

"Thisisindeed an education. | had no idea such things occurred in our city. My next spray will
have to addressitsdlf to this problem. Yes, Fearrier's Special Number Four will—"

"Y ou were explaining Number Three" Summer reminded the birdman.

"Number Three was for military use. Y ou spray awhiff of Ferrier's Specid Blend Number Three
inthe face of your average sol dier—puff—he turnsinto afighting dynamo, for an hour or so anyway."



"My intention was that the spray should be used to give courage to the soldier who might
experience amoment of fear prior to battle. Littledid | redize, had | but known, the military
establishment would useit indiscriminately. No, such was not my origind intention or, | need hardly say, |
would never have donated Ferrier's Special Blend Number Three to the government of our territory.”

The stuff must have Sde effects, huh?' Summer asked. That explains King Waldo."

"In some casesthe blend isaddictive,”" answered Mulligan. "Once you useit, you have to keep
on."

"An effect, | might add, which had only turned up in point-oh-four percent of the |aboratory
tedts.”

"Why'd King Wddo sart usng the blend in thefirst place?’

"He's been worrying about getting old,” said the claimant. "He figured the stuff would pep him up,
snceit'd boost asoldier's morae and stamina. Sometimes when you're sixty-one you get odd notions.”

"It's happened before."

"Anyhow, the king started sniffing Number Three. He became ablend addict ... pluswith him the
suff has an unusud sde effect.”

"It causeshimtokill old ladies?’

"Y ep, when King Waldo usesit he turns not into afearless fighting man but askulking strangler,”
sad Mulligan. "I began to hear about that, pick up little bits of information, after I'd been insgde the
Starbuck mansion only afew days.”

"We never had one strangler among our test subjects, not one, not asingle—"

"Help! Bloody murder! It'shim!”

From astreet beyond the dley came a scream.

The Phantom! It's the Phantom!™

Summer ran ... asbest he could. Thefog hid everything from him. Pointing himsdif at the
screaming he yelled, "Were coming.” Hefdlt, rather than saw, that he was out of the dley. "Where are
you?"

Only slence now. Thefog was hanging motionlessal around him.

Something over there. He could make it oat through the fog. Black, acloak. Summer headed for
what he guessed must be the cloaked Phantom.

The Phantom was aware of him. He spun, leaving hisvictim haf strangled. Hat pulled low, cloak
wrapped around him, he ran into the fog.

Summer pursued him though he couldn't seem to cut down the distance between them. A pain
wasdevelopingin hisside.

The Phantom of the Fog dived into another dley.

Summer went after him,

"Sopg"

Slash!

Directly in Summer's path the garbage and dung fell. Both hisfeet hit it and he went diding. He
flapped hisarms, hollered, but couldn't get his balance back. He banged into the tacky wooden wall on
hisleft, and fell down flat in the mud and prior dops.

Though he made it to hisfeet again in under aminute, Summer knew the phantom was way and
beyond catching.

"Summer?'

"Yeeh, inhere

Mulligan materidized out of the mist. The old woman isgoing to survive. Dr. Ferrier ishelping her
into the nearest flophouse. She's got no ideawheat the strangler looks like, says hisface was al muffled,”
he said. "Areyou OK?'

"For aguy who let the killer get away and then rolled around in shit, | guessI'mfine" said
ummer.



CHAPTER 18

"Quite aden of thieves, averitable den of thieves," observed Dr. Ferrier from the top of the short
flight of stone steps. "Where are we?"

"Den of Thieves number two-oh-sx," said Mulligan, "one of the strongest, most active guildson
thewhole planet.”

"Whao'syour young friend, Mully?" inquired an enormous catwoman Sitting at awooden table
near the entrance of the cellar. She raised alopsided pair of black glasses off her eyes. "Lookslike he's
beenrolling in cumshaw.”

"We had an encounter with the Phantom,” explained the claimant. " Almost laid hands on him,
Blind Tabby."

"Almog”

The room was brick walled, its ceiling low. It was lighted by the score of candles on the
tight-together tables. There were roughly fifty thieves and beggars here, dmost dl of them watching the
newly arrived Mulligan, Dr. Ferrier, and Summer.

A man came rattling toward them, aglittering hand outthrust Y ou must be Jack Summer, sir," he
sad. "I'm Sparkler, agreat admirer of the incisive pieces you've penned. 'Tis my fond hope you'l have
timeto look into the dreadful way the Thieves and Cutpurses Relations Board is managed during your
Say."

"I'dliketo clean up first."

"Nobody mindsalittle dung around here." Pinned to the affable cyborg's chest was a paper sign
announang: | am over 60% metal Please help.

Mulligan said, " Sparkler's the executive secretary of number two-oh-six. Also in sympathy with
Tully Keep and our cause.”

"Thieveswon't fare any better than they do now," said Sparlder, "until we have amore
enlightened form of government.”

"What afeadt for the eyes, ared feast for the eyes and the intellect." The catman was dowly
taking in his candle-lit surroundings.

"Should you have some time, Jack Summer, I'd like to introduce you to some of the other chaps
intheguild."

"Got nothing €l se to do at the moment but hide.”

"Fine, then." Sparkler put his bright metal hand under Summer'sarm and led him to anearby
table.

A plump man was Sitting there eating cheese and black bread and then watching hisinsides. This
was made easy by the plastic window set in his chest and stomach. Y ou can watch for nothing,
Summer," heinvited. "I'm Trollybag, the human physiologica museum. See the innermost workings of the
body, the romance of digestion, and many another wonder dl for asingle Joline. Cheap at twicethe
price

"Y ou must be the center of al eyesat dinner parties.”

"l don't get invited out to dinner much.”

"Trolly's our treasurer and over here's another of our officers.” Sparkler moved to afarther table.
"Pick-purse Red, Jack Summer. Go easy, Red, he's nothing in his pockets, being fresh out of St
Charlies”

"Yeah, 0| just learned.” The cardina-headed birdman nodded at Summer. "Pleased to meet
you. In my own particular lineI'm as gifted asyou arein yours.”

"An incigve pickpocket, huh?"

"I'm the cream of the crop, the top of the heap. If something'sin apocket, | can get it."

"Y ou're no doubt growing anxiousto remove that dung,” said Sparkler. "I'll introduce you only to
our sergeant-at-arms before alowing Mulligan to escort you to your private quarters. Here heis, the
illugtrious Dr. Roarer.”



The extremely fat lizardman was dressed in athreadbare yelow suit, Sitting done a atablewith a
flower-patterned carpetbag beneath hisfolded green hands. "I'm extremely pleased to make your
acquaintance, Sr. | hasten to point out, lest there be some misunderstanding in the future, that | am not a
doctor of medicine but rather a doctor of podiatry. Would you care to have me examine your feet? Asa
friend of dear Mulligan the fee will be nomind. Put your feet right up on thetable ... even onefoot will do
for agtart. Thefoot, asyou are no doubt aware, is at the heart of dl physicd ills.”

"My feet are about the only part of me il functioning one hundred percent OK," said Summer.

"Perhaps you so believe, ar." Dr. Roarer dug a hand into the carpetbag, rattling the bottles and
vias. "Don't be offended, however, if | point out that a man with feet operating at their peak does not fdll
down and appear before us al beshitten, | suggest, and bear in mind | do not prescribe but only advise,
that you at least apply a spoonful of—"

"Comedong," suggested Mulligan. "I'll show you to the room I've set aside for you."

Summer followed him across the low room and through awooden door. The room they entered
was small, with awood-framed bed in one corner and an oil lamp burning on the smal round bedside
table. A ball-style TV st, looking newer than anything else, floated near the bed.

Seated, very giff and straight, on the bed itself was Princess Joline. "Good evening, Mr. Summer.
I'm very happy to seeyou got away with no trouble." Sherose, holding out her hand.

"Do | genuflect and kissit?' He moved no closer to the lovey blond.

"Perhaps you'd best leave us, Mulligan,” the princess said.

"Surething, Princess. | haveto get Ferrier settled infor the night.” He left them.

There was asingle chair in the room. Draped over it was a two-piece Stregtsuit.

"We assumed, rightly | see, that you'd need achange of clothes. The sizeisright, | think, based
oninformation | found in one of those Muckrake biosof you."

"So you findly got around to reading them.” Summer picked the suit off the chair back.

"You'd best keep in mind, Mr, Summer, that it takes time to arrange an escape from aplace like
S Charlie's. We got you out as soon aswe could.”

"Y ou going to watch me change, or are you going to get out?'

"I'll turn my head away. | have moreto say to you."

Summer shrugged, tugged off his boots, and dropped his pants. "If it's an gpology, you can skip

"No, | have no apology to make. I've dready told you we al worked as fast aswe could.”

"Sure. I'm luckier than old Dr. Y ach. Took elghteen yearsto bust him out.”

"Y ou must believe me, Mr. Summer, when | say | was not aware of al the uses St Charliesis
being put to."

Summer pulled histunic up over hisheed. "If my old man ran aloony bin I'd make it my busness
to find out what went oninsde.”

"Damn you, Summer, what do you ... excuse me." Angry, shed whirled around to point afinger
ahim.

Summer was standing there in his alseason underwear. He ignored the princess and got into the
two-piece suit she'd brought. "Not a bad fit."

"Y ou're going out of your way to be nasty to me."

"It'snot out of my way, Princess."

Breathing rapidly, lips pressed tight, she walked up to him. "Y ou're feding sorry for yoursdf,
that'swhy you're picking on me."

"Damn right I'm feding sorry for myself, Princess. Thanksto your dad, good King Waldo, |
spent severa very long daysin St. Charlie's and had a bunch of guys besat the crap out of me, pull out
some of my fingernails, relocate most of my ingdes, and prod my private parts with an eectric rod. Y eah,
I'm sorry about the whole darn thing." He seamed the fly of the pants, seamed the tunic. "Y ou go around
fluttering your eyelashes and making your big green eyeswide and bite that lower lip of yoursand
pretend you're an innocent lamb and everything isabig surprise to you. Maybe so. But | know it wason
your father's orders | was stuck in St. Charli€'s. That doesn't make mefed any too kindly toward his



only daughter."

"My eyesaren't green, they're blue-gray.”

"My perceptions aren't at their best right now."

"Areyou wdl enough to go to bed?’

"Doesn't take much to go to bed. Y ou just stretch out, pull up the covers, shut your—"

"1 mean with me," amplified the princess.

Summer's eyebrows rose. 'l hadn't thought about it."

"No?I thought al thisfeigned anger of yourswasdl part of the preliminaries, part of your
courtship routine.”

After afew seconds Summer smiled. "Y ou know, you're probably right.”

CHAPTER 19

"Step lively, you scum,” ordered the black man with the white beard as he prodded Pamain the
kidney region with the dead end of his shockstick. The RM ismost anxiousto have abit of an interlude
withyou."

Thethree Territoria Policemen were urging PAlmaand the Scarlet Angel dong aneolinoleum
hallway in the capita city's Worst Offenders Prison. It was early morning, and they'd been traveling all
night by coach and then freight train.

The bald photographer nibbed at his back with oneland and at his head with the other.
"Congdering we're such prize prisoners, you didn't transport usin avery high-classfashion. I'mfairly
certain that freight car was previoudy used to haul—"

"Kegp moving, you cutthroat rascal!” The black policeman prodded him once again.

"Tis no use to attempt communicating with them, dear PAma," the Scarlet Angd said sadlly.

"Savedl your wisetak for the RM," advised the catman.

"Who'stheRM?

"Youll find that out soon enough, you gallowsbird."

"Maybe | can persuade him to let me contact one of the Coult attorneys on—"

Poom! Kabloom!

"Sounds like he'sin an especidly foul mood thismorning,” said the green-fegthered policeman.

Pdma, "That was the RM who produced that sound?"

"Not half of what he can do when hisboailer's on the blink."

Poom! Poom! Sam!

"Hasaboiler, doeshe?

"Right through that door marked Robot Magidtrate, if you please.”

Padmawas fleet enough to avoid the prod thistime. A smal courtroom met him beyond the
oaken door. Behind ahigh desk sat agunmetd robot in judge's robe and wig. Steam was puffing out of
hisright ear and between severd of the metd fingerswhich held the gave.

A smdl round-shouldered catman stood before the Judge, forlornly rubbing at atill bloody gash
over hiseye. "You can't be serious, RM?" he asked in astunned voice.

Bloom! Bim!

Thejudgeswig flew afew inches off his head, shoved by a puff of seam. When it settled again
the Robot Magidtrate said, "1 never jest. Fifty-six years on the lettuce farm for you, Lightfinger Neddy,
and ten strokes of the whip each morn before breakfast. Next case."

"But, RM, I've adreadful dlergy to lettuce. Makes me fur—"

"Drag the wretch away,"

The only other occupants of the room were two very large lizardmen in gold and white uniforms.
They rushed forward, caught Lightfinger Neddy by the elbows, and rushed him away through aswinging
door.



Flum! Sooom!

Thewig went up nearly two feet, smoke spilled out of both the RM's ears, and hisleft eyebal
popped out to go sailing over his high desk.

Pdma caught the eyeball. " Allow meto return your orb, your honor.”

"Sir, take your roguish hands off my eye!" boomed the Robot Magidtrate. "Do you know the
pendty for touching ajudge's eye?!

"Not offhand Doesit involve the lettuce farm?' He dtill held the plagtic eye.

"Return that & once, swine!"

"Here, catch.”

The robot judge missed, the eye hit the wall behind him, bounced, and dropped again to the
courtroom floor.

"Y ou despicable cur!™ bellowed the RM. "Firgt you touch my eye, then you fling it about as
though it were a baseball.”

"l wouldn't throw a basebal like that A basebdl 1'd throw overhand.”

"Silence!" The robot was knedling behind his desk, dapping hismeta hands on the floor as he
searched for hismissing eye. "Ahal Hereit is." He regppeared with both eyesin place, and commenced
consulting the papers spread out on the desktop. "Ah, yes. So you, Sir, are Palma, diasthe Bad
Assassin, diasHairless Avenger. The notorious traveling companion of the ruthless Scarlet Angdl.”

"I'm Palma the photographer. If you'd alow meto contact the attorneys—"

Boom! Wam!

The robot rose up severd feet off the bench, and 3 landed with aclang. "Sir, a highwayman has
no right to counsel, especially aba dheaded highwayman who makes a habit of fondling judges eyes.”

"Y our honor," said the Scarlet Angel, "this gentleman is not what you say."

"Ah, you | presume are the infamous dut known asthe Scarlet Angel, the highway robber who
has cut abloody swath across the roads and byways of thisterritory for lo! these many years.”

"I am indeed the Scarlet Angdl," replied the red-haired girl. "Paima, | can assureyou, ismerely a
photographer who journeyed here from Barnum to do a story on highway robbery.”

"No one ever wantsto write about magistrates,” muttered the robot.

"I'd sngp your picture,” said PaAma, "if these lads hadn't confiscated dl my equipment”

The Robot Magistrate hammered on the desk. "Enough of this usdlessjawing. Let us get on with
the sentencing.”

Pamaasked, "What happened to the trid 7"

Thejudgeignored him, picking up a sheet of foolscap and reading from it " Scarlet Angdl, |
hereby sentence you, for crimes too numerous to mention, to be taken to the public galows two days
hence and thereon, at high noon, to be hanged and thereafter your vile body buried in potter'sfield
Pdma, for smilar crimes againg the territory, | do now sentence you to be escorted to that selfsame
public gallows and to witness the hanging of the titian-haired harlot who has been your companionin
crime and evil. After that you will have your turn on the gibbet and to be hanged by the neck until dead.
Y our body will then be cut into four quarters and your guts spilled on the paving stones..... Hold on a
sec...." He picked up an dectric quill to scribble in additions to the sentence. "Then the top of your bald
skull will be sawed open and the hangman will step on your brains with dirty boots. Then your earsand
nose shal be diced off to be thrown to the hungry dogs that are dways in attendance at such occasons.
That should teach you to play gameswith arespected jurist'seye.”

"Everything after the hanging part | don't expect will hurt much,” said PAma. "B, listen, Judge, |
must ingst you dlow meto contact—"

Takethem to their separate cells," ordered the robot "L et us have the next case. Ah, thisrascal
has stolen a seedmuffin from abakery, has he?'

The Scarlet Angel managed to touch Palmal's hand before they were separated.

Pamascrutinized the cdl wall. "Why doesit say fluffy home-style hotcakes with fresh creamery
butter and real maple syrup, then?' he asked the ordering mechanism set in the wall below the row of
food dots. Anilluminated breakfast menu glowed next to the ten dots.



"Because we serve fluffy home-style hotcakes with fresh creamery butter and real maple syrup,”
replied the voice grid.

"OK, s0 I'm in this condemned cdll and it says right here on the bottom of the menu, 'Y our
choiceof last medls.' "

"But this, S, isn't your last medl. It'syour first med. Y ou're not due for extermination for two
days."

"How about fresh-squeezed orange juice and home-style Danish pastry, then? Can | have that?"

"Y ou can have the fresh-squeezed orangejuice.”

"How come no Danish?'

Tour dietician won't permit it."

"Dietician?| haven't seen any dietician.”

" She saw you, though, sr. Through the one-way wall in the courtroom.”

Pamaasked, "What does she say | can have?"

"A man with your chunky build and obvious anxiety-prone temperament should redlly watch the
old carbohydrates, says she."

"I'm not chunky. She ought to see me with my clothes off."

"Prunes,” said the voice of the food-serving mechanism.

"What'sthat mean?"'

"Prunesis what you can have for breskfast, or asix-ounce serving of stewed yings."

"I'm not familiar with yings. What are they?"

"Well, aying isasmadl purplefruit, wrinkled and quite smilar to—"

"Prunes,” said PAma. "OK, I'll have prunes and orangejuice.”

"You'l fed much better for it, Sir, says she. Even during one'slast days among theliving a
sensible changein diet can do agreet deal of good."

Pama eased closer to thewadll. "' Can you make aphone call for me? Try to get through to Jack
Summer at the—"

"Oh, we can't do anything like that Food is our business, sir. Prunes and fresh-squeezed orange
juice coming up.”

When the dish of prunes and the glass of juice appeared in two of thewall dots Palmatook them
to the white-painted metd table and sat in awhite-painted meta chair.

Hiswhite-painted cell door opened. "Mr. PAma, Mr. PAma, good morning.” A bluelizardman
with abriefcase stepped in.

Behind him came a dapper parrot-headed man. The door banged shut. "A very good head you
have on your shoulders, PAma. | like that head, that head will move. Bert?'

"One hundred thousand at least, Howie."

"Two hundred thousand ismorelikeit, Bert."

The lizardman leaned to hisleft, sudying Palma. "Could be, Howie. Yes, it definitely could be."

"Lawyersusudly carry briefcases,” said PAma. "Would you lads be lawvyers?!

"You can trust us, PAma," the parrot-headed man assured him. "No need for alawyer to tell you
weve got thefairest contractsin al the Barnum System.”

"He'salittle chunky," observed Bert, "but helll look good on ahorse.”

"Y eah, they'll love him on ahorse. What do you figure we can count on sdlling?'

"A hundred thousand?'

"Makeit two."

Pamagot up from his prunes. "What are we sdlling, gents?"

"Didn't you give him our card, Bert?"

"My error, Howie. Here, Mr. PAma."

The photographer took the card. "Crimina Exploitations, Ltd. What are you, crooks?"

Howie laughed, beak clacking. "Crooks, he thinks, Bert"

Bert laughed, tongue flapping. "He thinks were crooks, Howie."

"Pdma, we are crestors,” explained the parrotman. "We bring romance and fantasy into the



humdrum lives of everyday people. We weave the joys and tensions of life into fabrics of entertainment,
fashioning new myths and mysteries for thisjaded age. At the same time we educate, bring amoral
message into millions of lives of myriad—"

"What areyou sdling?"

Howietook abreath. "Do you mean to tell me you've never heard of Crimina Exploi? FlIl himin,
Bet."

Bert snapped open his briefcase. " Salt and pepper shakers ... you'll no doubt recognize the
Wilton Mangier, he's pepper, and one of hisnubilevictims, shessdt.” After flicking alittle sdt into his
hand, he set the shakers next to the prunes. "Deck of cards... look, the Notorious Monster of Kirkham
Street isthe King of Hearts, his helpless victims make up the Queens and Jacks. Sold two hundred
thousand. And heresaredly nice one, sold over four hundred thousand. A board game entitled Rapein
the Fog, the only fully authorized board game based on the viciouslife and crimes of 1ron Skull
McNulty."

"We can't stress that authorized too much, PAma. It meansyour next of kin will receivea
substantial royalty so long as any of the merchandise based on you and your vicious crimes staysin
circulation. That can mean, at our generous four percent royaty, atidy sum.”

"For ingance, the widow of the Butcher's Alley Fiend isstill receiving checks" said the
lizardman, "nearly seven years after his vicious dismemberments shocked the planet.”

"Show him the book, Bert."

"Ah, yes, being aliterary man yourself, Mr. PAdma, you'll of course want to give ustheright to
produce abook based on your grim career as aknight of the road. Thisisadummy our art and copy
people whipped up this morning soon as we learned of your capture.”

Padmatook the book gingerly between thumb and forefinger. " A Narrative of the Remarkable
Life of the Notorious Palma, Giving an Exact Description of His Robberies, Escapes, etc. and
Based on Previously Unknown Facts. | haveto admit | likethetitle; it hasabestsdler ring toit.”

"Will sdl two hundred thousand in hardcover, one million in paper,” sad Howie. "Especidly if we
get dl thejuicy detalls of your romancesintoit.”

"Might even make aseries,” said Pama. "The only rea ssumbling block | can see, gents, isthis. |
am not ahighwayman. I'm a photographer, working for Coult Publications. Surely you've heard of us."

"Everybody's heard of Coult."

"Then ingtead of cluttering up my cell with dl thesetrinkets, will you put through acal to
somebody at Coult on Barnum ... ask for Fred Flowers.

Tdl him| need an atorney and fadt.”

Bert sarted gathering up the merchandise. ™Y ou're only one of the many convicted killerswe
ded with, Mr. PAma."

"If we make afuss about you," amplified Howie, "we might well screw up our relationship with
the whole of officia dom. We merchandise more than twenty killers, fiends, and monstersayear."

"Y ou might aswell sgnwith us," thelizardman said. "There are anumber of competitorsin this
business, none of whom bother with getting permissions and authorizations. Asyou ride to the galows
you're going to see Pamatoys, PAlmagames, and Palma books being hawked. Wouldn't it be acomfort
to know your loved ones were going to turn abuck on some of that stuff?"

"OK, if youwon' cal Barnum," said PAma, "how about phoning my partner right herein Laranja
Eagt? Hisnameis Jack Summer, he should be & the Laranja-Sheraton. Tell him—"

"Isthat Jack Summer, the muckraking reporter?' asked Howie.

"Thefdlow who writesthose incisive exposésfrom dl over the universe?!

"That'sthe very Jack Summer | mean, yes. Cdl him for me."

The parrotman looked at the lizardman. "I've dways been afan of Summer's, Bert."

"Ashavel, Howie"

"Here's achance to do him apossible favor. What say?!

"Risky."

"Nobody will know you called,” Pdmatold them. "Well haveto think it over, PAma."



"Sorry we can't do business,” said Bert "That head of yourswould look great on a sat shaker."

CHAPTER 20

"... Furthermore, asserted the Secretary of Famine, the reports of widespread hunger in areas
over which fighting has been raging are highly exaggerated Secretary Zwack pointed out that while a
gtarvation death rate of twenty percent of the population of those areas might look higher, at first glance,
than last month's figure of ten percent, it is not. Radicals and quidings have clouded the issue, averred the
Secre-tary of Famine at this morning's press conference which followed a breakfast in the L otus Room of
the Laranja-Sheraton. Meanwhile our beloved monarch, King Waldo the second, has again broken in on
al mediato deliver another of hismuch-appreciated fire-sde talks. Hereisareplay of the sgnificant
portion of that talk... "

Directly infront of hiseyes Summer saw smooth bare buttocks. Raisng himsalf on an elbow he
looked over the naked girl and saw the TV-ball floating close beside the bed.

A swarthy man, wearing acrown asizetoo large, was on the ova screen. "My fellow subjects,
let me once again tell you that | am no killer. Such athing would be pretty slly, wouldn't it? 1 mean, to be
aking and akiller at the sametime. You and | redlize such anotionisslly, but certain radicasand
uidingswho continue—"

"Did | awaken you, Jack?" The unclothed princess placed a hand againgt his ear, reaching over
her bare backsdeto doit. "I believeit'smy duty to keep informed, so one of thethings| unfailingly dois
watch the midday news."

"It'smidday aready?'

"A few minutes beyond," Joline said.

"... A man might be, say, a shoemaker and akiller or adentist and akiller. There have been such
cases. But, my fellow subjects, it'sridiculousto think aman would want to be aking and akiller. Let me
tell you just being your king is plenty enough for me. I've dways wanted to be king. Why, even when |
wasalittle prince |—"

"l usually don't deep till midday.” Summer worked himsdlf to the head of the bed and sat up.

"Y ou usudly don't spend the night with a princess after having been tortured for severd days.”

"True, that'strue.”

Shelooked at him again, away from the floating image of her father. "Were my life not dedicated
to helping the people, Jack, it would be enjoyable to spend much time with you."

"Y ou'reright, though; our careers comefirst.” He placed his hand on her back.

"The next few days, the next weekswill be very difficult,” Princess Joline said "1 cannot, knowing
what | now do, alow Father to continue on the throne. I've suspected his addiction to the war spray, and
now Dr. Ferrier has confirmed it. To think that Father could throw aman like Dr. Ferrier into St Charlie's
unjudtiy!”

"Or aman likeme even." Summer did hishand around until it rested just below her right bresst

"Y es, that's dreadful, too. The wholeidea of what St Charlie's has become is repugnant to me.
To use aplace meant for healing as nothing more than a politica prison. | suspected something of this,
but was trying not to see how corrupt and awful my father's reign has become.”

Summer rubbed hisforefinger over the breast's nipple.

"... Themessageisplain, fellow subjects, I'm no killer. No, sir. Not me."

"Thus our beloved King Waldo the second once again stated he is not the Phantom of the Fog.
Herein the studio with meisthe noted politica andyst, Sri Nogo. Sri, how did the king's protestations
drikeyou?'

"Oscar, theré'sno doubt in my—"

"I'm Lanny."

"Yes, of course, Lanny. Y ou're doing your fur like Oscar. Forgive me. There's no doubt in my



mind, Lanny, that we've seen aman speaking the honest truth. | know what the radicals and the quidings
are saying about the king ... that he'slying in histeeth, that he's abase, grubby, weasd-pussed liar, that
he's an ill-shaven, mealymouthed, dirty-linen swine, that he's alow-down, dirty, no good, rotten son of a
bitch. Well, these charges are, in my opinion at any rate, exaggerations. Looking at this man sitting there
by the snug paace fireplace, | was struck very forcibly with obvious honesty.”

"Much the sameimpression | got, Sri."

"Certainly, Oscar ... oops, Lanny. Y our fur-do keeps throwing me. Lanny, | think we can put to
rest the rumors and lieswhich have been circulating.”

"Thank you, Sri."

"Thank you, Lanny ... oops| mean ... no, itisLanny, isnt it?"

"Jack, | redly ought to watch the rest of the news," the princess whispered in his ear while she
clung tightly to him. ™Y ou don' redlize the responsi bilities which weigh me down.”

Summer stroked her hair.

"Oh, Jack, would that | were not born to rule.”

"Y ou can abdicate for an hour or s0."

"Yes...yes, | suppose so.”

"... Tothe crimefront. One of the most sensational arrestsin the recent history of apprehension
was made |ast night by the determined Territorial Police. And so it wasthat the ruthless Scarlet Angd,
gueen of the highwaymen, wastrapped as shelay in the arms of her vicious paramor...."

"We can turn this off now,” murmured Joline as she reached toward the floating set. Her fingers
did not quite make it to the switch.

"... Herewe see him, cowering as he is brought into the Worst Offenders Prison to begin his
inevitabletrip to the gallows. Notice he hasthe typica dark ook and bald head of many habitud
aimin—"

The princess succeeded in turning the set off. "Now, then, Jack.”

"Wait now." He climbed off the naked girl to flick the TV on again.

"... Known far and wide, hither and yon, asthe Bald Assassin, his career as a highwayman has
cometoitsinevitableend.”

"Pamal" Summer recognized his partner on the screen.

Joline asked, "Who's PAAma?"

"He's not ahighwayman.”

CHAPTER 21

"Those disreputable boots are going to do permanent harm to your feet,” said Dr. Roarer,
pointing with hisfree green hand

They form part of my disguise." Summer, wearing purple-tinted spectacles, a straw-colored
beard, and atwo-piece dung-collector's suit, was being guided by the lizard podiatrist along a quirky
lane.

It was afternoon, but little sunlight made itsway down through the overhanging rooftops and lines
of drying clothes. Coming toward them down the dley was afunera procession, dl en foot Four
black-clad birdmen carried awide wooden coffin on their shoulders, and six assorted mourners followed
ingnglefile

Dr. Roarer tipped his orange stovepipe hat. "My sympathies," he said. "1 warned him about his
feet, but he paid me no heed."

"Stand aside, you crusty mountebank,” said the | eft front pallbearer.

"Ain't ahe anyhow, it's our poor departed grandmother weretoting,” said the right rear.

"Madeor female, Sr, the eternd verity applies— hedthy feet mean along life.”

"Gram was ninety-sx when she crossed over, and she had awooden leg,” 1&ft front told him.



"Now out of theway."

Summer pulled the doctor to the side of the lane, "I've got an appointment to keep.”

"After carrying that load al the way to the Paupers Memorial Cemetery,” Dr. Roarer caled after
the receding procession, "your own feet will bein need of attention. Today's specid is Dr. Roarer's Foot
Nostrum at four bottlesfor aWaldo."

Themourners shuffled on.

"Thisisthe intersection we want up ahead, isn't it?" Summer asked as he and the doctor neared
the corner.

"Let mesee.” From out of hishat Dr. Roarer took apair of glasses. Adjusting them on hisgreen
nose, he said, "Butcher's Lane and Pesthouse Place. Right you are.”

Summer adjusted the sign hanging around his neck and took aposition in front of thewall of a
day-old offa shop. The dangling sign announced: Stricken! Blind in the Prime of Life!! It Could
Happen to YOU!! Please Give from the Heart!!

Dr. Roarer st hisflowered carpetbag gently on the cracked pavement. "Might aswell do alittle
rea business while providing you with abit of protective coloration,” he said while extracting a bottle of
blue liquid from the bag. "Y ou there, Sir, therés ill time to save the other one.”

The pegleg bargeman ignored him, and went staggering on down the lane.

"Ah, herésalikely mark," said Dr. Roarer. " Crawling dong on his hands and knees, asuresign
of foot trouble.”

The young man was wearing arecently shredded two-piece business suit His face was scribbled
with gashes, cuts, and bruises. "... Waylaid ..." hemuttered. " ... Fallen upon by footpads ..."

Summer ran over to him. "Areyou from Kaminsky, Kaminsky and Warren?'

"Indeed | am, gir," the battered young man said with agroan. "I'm Josiah Ramoz ... my card ..."
His hand went clean through the remains of his coat and out again, "They seem to have stolen my
pocket.”

Summer helped him over againgt the offa shop and propped him up. " Somebody jumped you,
huh?'

"Seven of them," replied the young attorney, "a company of thugs and footpads, consisting of
three birdmen, two—"

"How did you wend your way here, sir, by which route?' Dr. Roarer uncapped the bottle of
dixir.

"Why, the shortest way to my rendezvous with Mr. Slimmer seemed to be by way of Footpad
Alley and then straight down Thug Lane."

"Widll, gr, there's your explanation for what's befalen you. Footpad Alley isinfested with
footpads, hence the name.”

"| assumed the name was a quaint throwback to an—"

"Did Mulligan Starbuck fill you in on the Stuation?'

The lawyer managed to straighten up some. "Heis not the actud Mulligan Starbuck,” he said. "'l
wouldn't want to say heis. Thisimitation Starbuck heir did, however, explain most of the circumstances
of the problem to me. Of course | will maintain in court, unless directly questioned on the matter, that a
hunted fugitive such as he never snaked into seemeat dl.”

"It seemed to me held have a better chance of reaching you than | would,” said Summer. "'l
remembered your office had handled some legd work for Coult."

"Y es, we have served the Coult organization on severa occasions. | have taken theliberty ...
what are you doing?"

Dr. Roarer had poured some thick pinkish dixir onto his hand and was nibbing it on Ramoz's
cuts. Thiswould work more effectively if applied directly to your fegt, but it's aso wonderful for cuts,
scrapes, and over ahundred other household ills.”

"l don't have ahousehold ill. Seven footpads—"

"Thecase" cut in Summer. "Let's continue with that."

"I have taken theliberty of contacting the Coult organization on Barnum, and Mr. Coult himsdlf



has given us carte blanche asfar as expenses. He asked, by the way, how the article was—"

"What can you do for me and PAma?"

"Let mefirg ... What'sin that syrup? My head stings.”

"All naturd ingredients. Here, peruse the label, which | mysdf—"

"Thecase" reiterated Summer.

"Let meseeif | have dl the dements correctly,” said the lawyer. ™Y ou, Mr. Summer, are an
escaped lunatic and your partner, Mr. PAma, is a condemned highwayman who isto be executed
tomorrow at noon. Isthat about it?'

"Bagcdly, yeah."

"Possibly we can get you a hearing before the Royd Lunacy Commission,” said young Ramoz.
"Y ou look to meto bereatively sane. Let me say, by the way, that | am sorry to find you blind.”

"I'm not blind, thisisadisguise." He located an un-bruised stretch of the lawyer'sarm and
grippedit "I'm not crazy at dl. | wasrailroaded into St. Charlie's because I'm digging into the king's
career asamurderer of old ladies.”

"Oh, I'm glad we can have this chance to talk before we go before the commission, Mr. Summer.
Almost makes the begating and robbing worthwhile. See, you don't want to say what you just said to me
before the—"

"It'strue. You livefull time on this goddamn planet, you must know how the politica setup
works."

"Yes, I've heard some of the alegations you—"

"OK, forget about me for now. We have to stop them from hanging Palmatomorrow."

"Hanging, drawing and quartering, and stepping on hisbrainsisthe actud sentence.”

"Yeah, | wanttostop it al.”

"Let me explain to you that under the present laws in Laranja East there are only two waysto
save aman from the gallows." He held up his hand and noticed one of hisfingernailswas split and paused
to suck at it. "One, aRoyd Pardon from the king. Two, aWill of God Reprieve from the Territoria
Pope."

"The pope sounds like our best bet. How soon can we see him?'

"Wecan't. Hesin St. Charlie's," replied the lawyer. "Therefore, in actudity, our only hopeisthe
king."

"Huh," said Summer, mostly to himsdf.

"I think | had best explain, Mr. Summer, that the earliest possible appointment | can probably get
with the Screening Committee which passes on who shal see the king would be next month sometime.
Thisleads meto conclude—"

"Princess Jolinewill haveto doit,” decided Summer.

"The princess cannot lega ly—"

"She can persuade her father; shell haveto.”

"She's nearly asdifficult to seeas—"

"I'll take care of contacting her." The blond princess was waiting for him back at the den of
thieves. "Thank you for your time and trouble. Dr. Roarer will see you safely out of Suicide Sum.”

The lawyer eyed the foot specidist "I'd rather risk it on my own,” he said.

Princess Joline was Sitting, in asort of discarded rag-doll position, in the wood and leather chair
in the corner of Summer'sroom. The TV-ball floated, blank and silent, near her lovely head. Her eyes
weremoig, red rimmed. "Actudly it'sdl for thebest,” she said.

"Although...”

Summer continued across the room. "Listen, Joline, there's only one way to get PAmafree.”

"Though | am in an awkward position asto—"

"The lawyers can't do adamn thing, or won't So you've got to help.”

"To heer it like thison television.” The princess began sniffing, putting one dender finger under her
nose.

"So | want you to go home," said Summer, stopping before her. "Go to the palace, talk to your



father, convince him he'sgoing to beinahell of alot of trouble dl over the universeif he dlows PAdmato
be executed. If we had moretime| could get Coult to put pressure on various—"

"Or don't know whether to be heartbroken or glad redly.”

"You tel your father that Coult will fix it so Laranja East never gets another drop of aid from
Barnum and helll get abad press on every planet in the Barnum System. Then you tell him he'sgot to
issue aRoyad Pardon for PAma, and the girl.”

The girl took hold of one of his handsin both of hers. "Y ou don't understand what I've been
tdling you?'

"l guess | wasn't paying enough attention. What?"

"My father's found out about my part in the escape of you and Dr. Ferrier and therest,” Joline
sad. "Hewasjust on television talking about it. He even threw my portrait, the one done by Van Horn,
into thefireplace."

"OK, he'sangry, but you still can—"

"It's gone beyond anger, Jack," she said. "He's publicly disowned me.”

CHAPTER 22

"Let'stakeit from the place where you mount the scaffold, Mr. Pama.”

Palmasat down on the edge of the gallows platform, dangling hislegs. Squinting at the glaring
after- noon sun, he wiped perspiration from hisbald head. "I didn't redlize getting executed was such a
chore"

Thisisn't your everyday hanging, cookie," said the bouncing young man in the four-piece
bottle-green worksuit. "Thisisabig one, ared bellringer of apublic hanging." He was pacing the
flagstone court-yard at the foot of the gibbet, nudging the assorted tel evision and motion-picture
cameramen into new positions, whispering indructionsto others, of the score of technicians|oitering
there. "We've got, cookie, two of the most notorious highway robbers on the planet getting stretched at
once. It'sgoing to be a beaut."

Padmasighed out his breath. "Hutchison, you're obvioudy awell-informed lad,” he said down at
the bouncy producer-director of hisexecution. " Surely you've heard of me, Pamathe photographer. |
even won a Pulitzer Prize once, over in the Earth System of Planets. I'm no highwayman.”

Hutchison was conferring with atechnician. "We're going to have to do something about your
head," he called to PAlma.

The Robot Magidtrate aready told me about that.”

"No, no, | mean whileyoure ill dive. Were getting aglare.”

"We might postpone the execution until an overcast day," suggested PAma.

"Not on your tintype, cookie. Y ou and the Scarlet Angel take off at noon, comerain or come
shine. Freddie, do something about Mr. Paima's head.”

Freddie, asmal catman, bounded up the gallows steps flourishing a makeup case. "Have you
presentable in aminute, cookie."

"Y ou could cal the Coult Publicationsrep in the capita," PAmasaid to Hutchison. "Hell tell you
I'm universdly renowned.”

Hutchison had his head closeto that of avery old lizardman. "Boots thinks you're not properly
defiant, Mr. PAma," he said through cupped hands. "Can you give us alittle more defiance mounting the
Seps?’

"How about afew obscene gestures?’

"No, no, cookie. We've got our kid audience to think about. A nice defiant shake of thefist might
be exactly what we want."

"Hey," said PAma, "I think my hanging from aropeis going to scare those tykes more than a
thrown finger. Why don't we changeiit to afine and probation?'



A blue-haired black man had been telling Hutchison something. "Gurney here thinks you'd ook
better cringing than defiant. Want to give us afew sample cringes, Mr. PAma?"

"No. It'smy execution and I'd rather do it defiant.”

An anxious-looking young man popped out of one of the TV trucks. "Let's get the rehearsa
ralling again, if we may, Hutch," he said "I've got to have my crew at the public horsewhippings by two."

"Canwe gep livdier, Mr. PAma?"

After amoment of watching the trucks and the distant iron gates of the stone-walled prison yard,
Pdmasaid, "Soon as Freddie's through with my head.”

"All done, cookie." Freddie administered one finapat of powder before bounding down the
steps.

"Very well, Mr. PAma, from thetop if you please.”

Padmastood up. "I'd fed more naturd if the Scarlet Angd could join mefor—"

"No, no, that's bad luck," Hutchison told him. "Y oushouldn't see her till the red execution.”

"Thisisnt awedding.”

"Listen, cookie, I've produced more executions than you can imagine. It's better the participants
don't get alook at each other until the—"

BamBam! Bam!

"Will you, for the love of goodness,stop that pounding.”

Bam! Bam! Bam!

"We got to get this goddamn roya viewing-standfinished in time for the hanging, goddamn it!"
Thelizard carpenter on the haf-completed stand shook his hammer at Hutchison.

"What royd viewing-stand?'

"Thisgoddamn roya reviewing-stand, for the goddamn king to Sit his goddamn ass on.”

Hutchison scowled "Nobody told me the king was going to attend.”

"Wdl, heis"

Bam! Bam! Bam!

"Now I'll haveto give him ten minutes of my execution for denying he's the Phantom of the Fog,”
sad the producer-director. "I'm really getting weary of this sort of thing, King Waldo barging in on my
executions and steding the spotlight from—"

"Tdl him about noblesse oblige,” said PAma as he climbed, dowly, down the scaffold steps.

Bam! Bam! Bam!

Palmaglanced around him. The farthest TV truck was only ahundred feet from the gates. It
looked tough enough to smash the iron gates off their hinges. "I've been thinking,” PAlmasaid to
Hutchison, "1 might want to sgn up with Crimind Exploitations after al. Are Bert and Howie around?’

"They're beyond help.”

"Meaning what?"

"Both of them had complete nervous breakdowns and had to be rushed to &t Charlie's.”

"A hospitd?*

"A loony bin," said Hutchison. "But we can't chitchat al day. Let's run through your last walk
once more, cookie."

Someone suddenly bumped into Palma from behind.

"Oops, sorry. Who isthat?' The hangman had arrived, large, stripped to thewaist, black
hooded.

"We don't want any clumsy hangmen around here, Spingarn,” warned Hutchison.

"I'm not Spingarn, I'm Lizorty." The hangman stumbled into PAmaonce again. "Spingarnislad
up with the vapors and atouch of brain fever."

"OK, OK. Climb up on the platform, Lizorty. Stand there with your arms folded, looking tough.”

"Yes, I'll certainly try to convey ... oops, I'm afraid I've bumped into you yet another time, Sir.
Who did you say you were?"

"I'm Palma, the star of the festivities."

"Oh, you're one of the onesI'll be hanging tomorrow, do you mean?' asked the hangman. Thisis



realy much more difficult than | wasled to believe. For instance, | can barely see out of this darned

"You've got it on backward.”

"Isthat it?1'm glad you told me. Thisismy firgt try at being ahangman.”

"I'll help you straighten it." PAlmamoved around in back of the broad Lizorty. He took hold of
the bottom of the hood with one hand, then grabbed the hangman'swrist and pulled hisarm tight up
behind his back.

"Hey, ow! That hurts."

"Walk," ordered PAma. " Straight ahead. We're going to borrow atruck.”

"Thisis my first day asahangman, | can't go skylarking around—"

"Wak!"

"Ow! Very wdl."

With the hangman serving as a shield, Palmaheaded toward the truck he'd eyed earlier.
"Everybody stand back or I'll throttle Lizorty here.”

"O0ops ... tripped on something.”

"A cable. Step over it, keep walking."

Hutchison said, Y ou're ssimply holding everybody up, Mr. PAma. Y ou can't possibly escape.”

Palma gripped the hangman's thick neck. "Try to siop me and it's curtains for your brand-new

The bouncy young man took a stungun out of his pocket. " Stop right there, Mr. PAma.”

Stll fifty feet from the truck he had in mind, PAdmasad, "I'm warning you. I'll sranglethisguy.”

"Go ahead," said Hutchison. "Then we can get afresh hangman over and get back to rehearsing
your hanging." He walked right up to PAmaand pressed the nose of the gun to his neck.

"OK, you asked for it." He allowed afew seconds to pass, then let go of hishostage. "I guess|
cant dranglehim.”

"I knew that, cookie." Asthe hangman ssumbled away, Hutchison put his stungun away.
"Whenever you're ready, Mr. Pima,”

CHAPTER 23

"Get your PAmaballoons! Get your PAlmaballoond!™ shouted the enormous catwoman as she
rattled severd inflated onesintheair. "A griking likenessto the devilish rogue!”

A one-armed old man bellowed, "Buy your copies of The True and Shocking Memoirs of the
Ruthless Scarlet Angel Together with Details of Her Lustful Days with Palma, the Bald Assassin!
'Couldn't put it down," says Abdl of the Laranja Bulletin, 'A joy to read!' says Sheldorf of the Express.
Lurid, racy, un-putdownable! Paperback rights sold for a six-figure amount.”

"Pamaon ahorse! PAdmaon ahorsel”

"Authentic reproduction of an oil painting of Scarlet Angel in agate of undress™

"Pdmaand Angd spoon and fork set!"

Slat!

A ripe vegetable, something pale blue he couldn't identify, hit PAmaover theleft eye. Ashewas
wiping it off atomato hit him in the chest. "Now that | recognize," he said.

Hewasriding along, alone, in an open horse-drawn cart. In the cart ahead rode the Scarlet
Angd. Therewere at least two thousand people packed into the prison courtyard, not including the
televison, radio, and film crews. The noon sun blazed asmutty orange.

"Aidthesghtless, ar." A yellow-bearded blind man in purple-tinted glasses had made hisway to
the side of the dow-ralling gallows wagon.

"How about you aid me?" asked PaAma. "All you haveto do is—"

"Sal them,” the blind man said.



The bald photographer blinked. "Jack?"

The blind man was gone, back into the pushing, shouting crowd.

Pama poked thetip of histongue into his cheek. The Scarlet Angdl glanced back at him at that
ingtant He smiled at her.

She smiled back, but sadly.

The viewing-stand was perched on gold-painted posts severa feet above the ground, trimmed
with considerable blue and gold bunting. King Wado |1 and a dozen government and prison officias
were aready seated there, protected from the bright sun by a blue and gold awning.

Theking sat with hiscrown in hislap. "I think, Warden Heartl oft, we ought to schedule dl future
public executionslatein the day.”

The fluffy-furred catman leaned toward the monarch. "Blameit on the media, your highness. They
inform methelight's better at midday."

King Wado wiped his hand across his stubbly cheek. "I know | persondly enjoy an execution in
the cool of theday. | will have to discussthiswith Buzzkirk, my Minister of Public Communications.”
Warden Heartloft coughed. "1 do believe Buzzkirk was hanged for high treason last month, your
majesty.”
"Y es, you'reright, S0 he was, Heartloft Well, I'll find out who the new man isand give him my
views." He, sighing, replaced his crown on his head. "Y ou should be thankful you don't haveto wear a
crown on ascorcher liketoday."

Thewarden chuckled. "The perils of kingship, eh?"

The carts had reached the foot of the scaffold. Two uniformed catmen lifted the Scarlet Angdl out
and st her on the lowest step.

"Up you go, swest." One of them patted her on the backside.

"Hey, you overfamiliar bastard!" Palmaleaped over the Sde of hiscart and hurled himself at the
offending guard.

The catman groped for his shockstick.

Palmagot an ebow into his ssomach before he reached the weapon. "Let's maintain alittle dignity
for thisexecution,” he said.

The guard fell over on the flagstones, and Palma stepped on hisface.

The crowd screamed, hooted, laughed.

"Bloody murder!™

"Public outrage!”

"Slit the skinhead'sgullet!”

"Step on hisknackers, Bady!"

"Bravo!"

The other guard cracked Palma across the back of his neck with his shockstick, causing himto
go stumbling toward the steps.

"Pdma" The Scarlet Angd caught him and kept him from falling. ""Tismuch too late to fight.”

It was some seconds before the power of speech returned. "I'm galing.”

"Whatever for?

"Tosaveour lives, | hope."

Thefdlen guard had arisen. "Ah, just you wait, melad,” he snarled. "When it comestimeto dice
you open I'll do aspecia dance on your innards.”

"May you dip and bust your hairy ass." PAmatook hold of the red-haired girl's arm and escorted
her, wobbling abit, up to the gallows.

The hangman bowed to the Scarlet Angel. "Good morning, miss. I'm Lizorty, your hangman. I'll
attempt to makes things as comfortable as possible for you." He shook his head at PAma, turning his
back on him.

"Snubbed by my own hangman. | thought you were above pettiness, Lizorty."

"Y ou nearly ruined my career, nipped it in the bud asit were," said the bulky hangman. "I got a
perishing talking to after your antics yesterday."



Clatter! Clatter! Bump!

"In the name of thelord, go easy, you buffoong!"

The guards a the foot of the stairs were attempting to help aplump birdmanin clerica garbto
ascend He was strapped to awheelchair.

"Suppose | carry you, Bishop, and my mate heftsthe chair,” suggested the one PAma had
stepped on.

"Imbeciles! Clownd The chair isattached to me by severd life-giving tubes and wires. Would
you have the Archbishop of Laranja East perish herein the shadow of the gibbet?"

"Not any shadows at high noon, your grace.”

"| was speaking alegoricaly, you dolt. Hurry, hurry now. | haveto administer the last ritesto this
pair of vipers."

"Well surely try, your grace.”

"Who'sthat?' The hangman stuck athumb under thelip of hisblack hood. "I still can't seetoo
well out of thisdamn thing."

"Appearsto be abirdman dressed up like abishop,” said Pama, grinning.

"Oh, that must be Archbishop OMalley J. OMadley. A fine god-fearing man, though a bit crusty
since his speedboat accident. HEIl do you asplendid last rites,” said Lizorty. "Be careful, though, should
you decide to repent at the last moment and kiss hisring. Theresa sharp edge on it and you're likely to
diceyour—"

"There, there, that'smorelikeit." With considerable further clatter and bumping the archbishop
was placed on the platform between the Scarlet Angel and Palma. ™Y ou may kissmy ring if you like, you
churls" he said, holding out afegthery hand to the guards.

"Meaning no offense, your grace, but—"

"Never mind, then. Clear the deck and let's get rolling." He rubbed his hands together, his golden
ring flashing in the sunlight. "Oh, Lord, | ask you to grant—"

"Hsst. Hsst."

The Archbishop's head darted from | eft to right severd times. "What'sthat?"

It was Hutchison, the producer-director, peering up over the back of the platform. "Hold that
ladder steady, cookie," he told someone down below. "Can you hold off on your blessing for about five
minutes?'

"Lad, I've awake and two heresy trials to attend before sundown. | can't ..."

"Turns out there's some girl from the King Waldo Civic Clubs who's got a bouquet to present to
him. See her down there by the viewing-stand?

The Archbishop leaned over and gave his miter apoke. "Ah, yes, acomely lass."

A dark-haired girl, wearing black-tinted glasses and a pure white dressing, was climbing the
sepstoward theking. A huge bunch of yelow flowerswas clutched in her hands.

Closeto the birdman PAmasaid, "Y our grace, I'm struck by the uncanny resemblance between
you and certain members of the Starbuck clan. Would you be related?!

"Dont blow my disguise yet," whispered Mulligan Starbuck. "Watch this next bit of business.
Should it not work, well have atough timeindeed.”

Asthe girl presented the flowersto the smiling King Wado acloud of greenish mist suddenly
sprayed out of the bouquet and into hisface.

Mulligan whedled to the edge of the platform and grabbed a public-address mike. " Citizens of
Laranja Eat, you are about to learn the red identity of the Phantom of the Fog," he said. "Yes, the
Phantom is, despite dl his protests to the contrary, your own King Wado."

"What?"

"Impossiblel”

"Told you so!"

"What'd he ssay?"

The spray was having its effect on the king. He tossed away his crown, made growling noises,
hunched down. He snatched up the warden's douch hat and pulled it down tight on his head. Ripping a



large piece of bunting down, he flung it over his shouldersto make acape. "Old ladies," heroared. "Boy,
do| hate'em! Old ladies, what do they know? Tdll you when to brush your teeth, when to go to bed.
Ugh, | hate 'em!" His hands formed clutching claws and, with agrowl, he ran down the steps, knocked
aside the bouquet girl, and threw himsdlf at the crowd. Thereésone! Therésan old biddy. Ugh! Let me
get my mittson her! Let me rangle her!”

Thegirl stood up and pulled off the black wig she was wearing. She climbed to the viewing-stand
to take hold of amicrophone. "My people, | am Princess Joline," she announced.

"Oh"

"Ahl"

"Thought so!"

"Pretty, an't she?'

"I am sorry, sorrier than any of you, that | had to do what | did. There was, however, no other
way. The people who stand on yonder gallows are innocent. In order to save them | wasforced to reved
my father's awful secret.”

"Grr! Grr! Let meat that old dame!™ Ten or more citizens were Sitting on or holding parts of the
crazed monarch.

"| say to you now," said Joline, "that the reign of injusticeisover. | am the rightful heiressto the
throne, asyou well know. 1, therefore, proclaim mysaf queen of thisterritory. Should any man oppose
me, let him spesk out." She turned to the dozen on the stand.

They shifted intheir chairs, coughed, but said nothing.

"Long livethe queen!" shouted alone voicein the crowd.

That's Jack Summer,” said PAma.

"Long livethe queen!"

"Long livethe queen!”

Soon the entire throng was chanting it

The hangman took off his hood. "Well, there's another botch”

Palmaled the Scarlet Angel to the edge of the scaffold They both sat down, feet swinging.
"Wereinnocent," hetold her.

"| don't fed so very innocent."

"Y ou can't argue with the queen.”

"No, | suppose not." She put her arms around him.

CHAPTER 24

Pdmacameinto their spaceliner cabin with bright flecks of confetti dotting hishead. "Y oure
missing acongderablefralic,” he said, unwinding ayelow streamer from around his ear.

Summer was Sitting a awhed ed takwriter, the mike swinging in hishand. "'l want to finish up this
Phantom piece.”

"Captain's birthday party it is." The photographer ambled to aworktable which had severa
sheets of photographic proofs spread out oniit. "Y ou should have seen the first mate dancing on the bar.”

"Gifted, ishe?"

"A lady, thefirst mateisayoung lady. Y ou have never witnessed such yonkers, Jack. Shaped
exactly like ... you know, those melons you always get for breskfast on Murdstone.”

"l usudly havejuice and cered.”

Palma rested both hands on the table edge, studying the pictures he'd taken on Peregrine.
"You'rein one of your glum moods again,” he observed. "After every assignment you become very dour.
I'm going to missthose knockers..." He held up sometiny contact shots of the Scarlet Angel, "You
know, Queen Joline doesn't have abad set of hangers hersalf. These pix of the coronation bring that out
Not very many coronations I've covered here and there across this old universe of ours haveinvolved a



girl with such exemplary equipment Although once on—"

"Why don't you go back up and dance on the bar?"

Pdmasad, "l can't actudly, Jack." He started brushing the bits of colored paper off himself. "The
captain suggested | withdraw from the celebration. There's some nitwit space-naval regulation about
fondling aship's officer. | didn't think it gpplied to girl first mates, but heinsgsted and sinceit's his birthday
and since our cabin is ashade more comfortable than the brig ... "

Summer hung up the mike, clicked off the talkwriter, and pushed it aside, "OK, tell me about the
first mate's bosom."

Tapping the camerahanging around his neck, PAma said, " Show you the pictureslater.” He
looked again at the sheets of pictures. This puts you one up on me, I've never dept with areal queen.”

"Shewasonly aprincess a thetime.”

"Oh, s0? Y ou mean after she took the throne you never ... you spent alot of time with her at the
palace.”

"Jolinewanted meto stay in LaranjaEast.”

"Hey, you mean asking?'

"Nope, as her speech writer,” replied Summer. " She feels amonarch should be clear and
inasve”

"I supposeit'sindicative of the differencesin our character that you fall in with aprincessand |
with a highwayperson.”

"The Scarlet Angdl's reformed, remember? She's Joline's Minister of Justice now.”

"Y eah, but she's best suited to outdoor work." Palma picked up another sheet of photos. "Here's
Dr. Ferrier being sworn in asthe new Secretary of Peace. Good thing he had an extra supply of his
Speciad Blend Number Threefor Jolineto squirt on her papa.”

"Hedidn't. The stuff we used at your execution was anew batch made up with ingredients
scrounged up in Suicide Sum.”

Palma was cong dering another string of photos. "Mulligan Starbuck, or whatever hisnameis,
looks pretty good in this diplomatic outfit," he said. "I got some nice stuff of his negotiating the cease-fire
between East and West. Ah, and heres &t. Charlieswith al the inmates being let free. Who'sthis
red-bearded lad with the two black eyes?’

"Dr. Brownlove," said Summer from where he sat "He's the guy who supervised my torture. |
had a chance to see him when St. Charlieswas liberated.”

"Thisangora catman looks alittle odd. Didn't notice him at thetime.”

Summer went over to look. "That'sared lunatic. They let him out with the rest.”

Palma shuffled the proof sheets, got them into an even pile, and dropped it to the table. "Things
should go wdll in Laranja East from now on."

"Maybe," said Summer. "Isthat party ill going on up there?!

"Sure, why?'

"Think I'll go wish the captain ahappy birthday." He crossed to the cabin door.

"OK," said PAma. "If you're not back in acouple of hours!'ll check thebrig.”

--END--



